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ACT  II. 
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AURORA  FLOYD. 


DISCOVERY  OF  THE  NOTES! 

PEACE  AS®  JOY  AT  L  AEST 


[Mr.  Lacy’s  List.] 


AURORA  FLOYD. 

ACT  I. 

<W E  First. — Ante  Chamber  of  the  Mellish  Park  Mansion 
‘  (1st  grooves ).  Bell  ringing  violently. 

Enter  Mary  Merrithought,  hastily ,  R. 

,Iary.  {calling)  John!  John!  wherever  has  he  got  to? 
*rsus  will  break  the  bell  rope  presently,  and  master  Jib  break 
6  John’s  head,  {giggling)  He  he  he  !  but  if  he  woe  to 
uak  it  open,  I  don’t  think  he’d  find  anything  m  it— except  a 
b  maggots — (giggling)  He,  he,  he !  {stopping  and  calling) 

An!  John! 

Eter  Aldobrand  Grub,  slowly ,  l.,  a  newspaper  in  his  hand . 
ldo.  Hah  !  Hi  say— what  har  hall  this  ’ere  row  about  ? 

Iary.  Why  didn’t  you  come  before? 
ldo  Hi  makes  it  a  point  never  to  ’urry  myself— my  con¬ 
dition  won’t  bear  it ;  besides,  it  hain’t  harristicratic. 

St\lARY  X  have  used  as  much  breath  calling  for  you  as  would 
We  set  a  windmill  a-going,  {giggling)  He  he,  he ! 
h\LDO.  Hi  ’eard  you  a  wociferating  “  John,’’ hm  a  most  hun- 
1„  wlike  manner,  but  as  my  name  ’appens  to  be  Haldobiand 
1  ^ARY.  Yes,  yes— we  know ;  but^that  s  such  a  hard  name, 

SngX’ead  of  my  name  taken  hoff. 

Hfe.‘ JusfLufmosdV  we  call  you,"  JoW’-couldn't 
\  a  better  name  to  describe  you,  ’cause  it  s  plain  {giggling) 

HU  ,  i  | 

He\.LDO.  Hi  don’t  want  no  himproper  hobservations,  young 

roman !  ,  . 

Mary.  And  master  and  missus - 

.ldo.  Hi  hobjects  to  them  tittles— hi  calls  em  my  patron 

my  female  patroness. 

Ury.  Well,  they  call  you  John . 

\ldo.  Hi’m  ha  wav'  hov  it,  hand  hi  considers  has  hit  s  like 

lir  himperence — and  I  don’t  want  none  hon  it. 
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AURORA  FLOYD. 


[Act 


Mary.  No,  that  you  don’t,  for  you  have  got  enough  of  yo 

own  !—  (giggling)  He,  he,  he!  .  , 

Aldo.  Hif  hi’m  to  be  hinsulted  hi  shall  resign  . 

Mary.  Missus  has  been  ringing  for  you. 

Aldo.  Hi  can’t  go— hi’m  too  busy. 

Mary  And  Mr.  Mellish  wants  that  newspaper. 

Aldo.’  ’E  can’t  ’ave  it ;  hi  ’aven’t  done  with  it  yet— thoug 
really,  there’s  nothink  hin  it— not  a  word  about  the  Court  ai 

th  M ARY.^If^ o°u  don’t  go  they’ll  karris  you,  I  fancy— {gigglw 

H  Ald o^1  ^ (aside)  This  young  woman  is  a  female  hidiot ! 


Enter  Matthew,  l. 

Matt.  Here,  I  say,  my  rum  uns  1  .  \  wh] 

Aldo.  {starting)  Hoh,  myheye!  {shrinks across  to  l.)  VV 

^  Matt!0 Why,  what  are  you  a-feared  on  ?  I  bean’tj9i50?i. 
Aldo.  Hi  don’t  like  the  smell  of  fustian— hit  hoffe"ds  i 

n°MARY.  (c.)  I  should  very  much  like  to  know,  whom 
you  may  be,  how  you  got  here,  and  to  what  we  owe-as  missj 

-as; 

^Mary^A^  that’s  it!  anybody  gets  in  here  on  any  pretei 
—master  says,  it  ain’t  the  fashion  m  Yorkshire  to  shut  th 
doors  in  people’s  faces,  ( looking  at  Matthew)  and  sometin 

I  think  that’s  a  pity— he,  he,  he  !  ,  n 

Aldo.  Hi  think  the  ’ouse  is  too  hopen  by  art  I  # 

Matt.  It  was,  I  should  say,  when  they  let  you  in,  my  s 

flunkey! 

Aldo.  Hoh,  what  a  hinsult !  .  .  ,  M 

Mary.  And  pray,  what  may  be  your  business  with 

MMaStt.  I’ve  come  to  see  if  she  don’t  want  to  buy  a  dawg. 

Mary  A  dog!  there’s  enough  of  them  already,  to 
mind,  about  the  place,  and  {glancing  at  Aldobrand)  pupp 

too  for  that  matter — he,  he,  he  ! 

Matt.  Ah !  but  I  sold  Mrs.  Mellish  a  dawg  once  before, 
liegent  Squadrant— leastways,  she  warn  t  Mrs.  Mellish  th 
she  wur  {chuckling  to  himself)  Miss  Floyd.  ,  , 

Aldo.  Miss  A-roarer  Floyd  ?  hit  don  t  become  such  has  3 

to  habbreviate  her  Keristian  happellation. 

Matt.  I  s’pose  your  master  thinks  himself  a  lucky  chap 
get  hold  of  a  banker’s  daughter,  with  fifty  thousand  pour 
and  a  real  heiress  ? 


SC.  1.]  AURORA  FLOYD.  7 

Aldo.  Hallow  me,  my  fustian  friend,  whatever  may  be  your 
name - 

Matt.  Matthew  Harrison ! 

Aldo.  Ho  !  Mathew  ’Arrison  !  well - 

Matt.  That’s  my. name,  and  my  profession,  I  arn’t  ashamed 
on  it,  is  a  dawg  fancier. 

Mary.  And  very  often  you  take  a  fancy  to  other  people’s 
dogs,  I  dare  say — he,  he,  he ! 

Matt.  I  has  dealings  with  a  good  many  of  the  nobs — I  buys 
and  sells — and  sometimes— hem ! — I’m  lucky  enough  to  find 
a  dawg  or  two. 

Mary.  You  generally  find  them  before  they  are  lost,  I 
expect — he!  he!  he! 

Matt.  Oh  !  I’m  pretty  well  known. 

Mary.  Yes,  in  most  of  the  gaols,  no  doubt— he !  he !  he ! 

Aldo.  Hi  wish,  Mary,  you  wouldn’t  hinterfere  and  hinter- 
rupt  when  hi  ham  about  to  make  a  hobservation.  Hi  was  ha 
going  to  inform  Mr.  ’Arrison  that  it  doesn't  become  him  to 
make  remarks  about  Miss  A-roarer  Floyd  as  were,  that  is, 
Mrs.  Mellish  has  har. 

Matt.  Oh!  bless  you,  she  and  I  are  old  acquaintances — 
you’ve  only  got  to  let  her  know  that  I’m  here,  and  you’ll  see. 

Mary.  She’s  too  good  natured  to  vagabonds  a  great  deal. 

Matt.  Hollo  !  I  say,  young  woman. 

Mary.  Oh,  dear!  I  declare  I  didn’t  mean  to  be  personal,  but 
I’ve  made  what  master  calls  a  “  double  intender  ” — he,  he,  he ! 

Aldo.  Mary,  hi  ’ave  hoften  told  you  that  hi  hobjects  to 
giggling  gals ! 

Mary.  Well,  and  I  object  to  conceited,  stuck-up  footmen— 
he!  he!  he! 

Aldo.  Ho  !  really  this  is  too  howdacious ! 

Mary,  (to  Matthew)  I  was  a-going  to  say  that,  no  doubt 
Mrs.  Mellish  will  see  you,  for  she  is  so  kind  to  everybody — 
everybody  that  comes  near  her  loves  her,  and  I  don’t  wonder 
“J  lit — and  as  for  master,  why  he  adores  the  very  ground  she 
Iks  upon,  and  if  he  could,  I  do  believe  he’d  take  it  up  and 
t  it  in  his  pocket— he !  he  !  he  ! 

Matt.  Ah  !  he’s  fond  on  her,  is  he?  (significantly)  I’m  glad 
[hear  that. 

Mary,  Why  what  difference  can  it  make  to  you  ? 

Matt.  Oh!  (scratching  his  head)  none;  only  I  like  to  hear 
jit  married  people  are  happy— ’taint  often  as  you  gets  that 
i*t  of  information  about  ’em. 

Aldo.  Hi  wmuld  adwise  you  though,  Mr.  ’Arrison,  to  mind 
hr  manners  with  her,  for  though  she’s  a  hangel  in  her 
miable  moods,  hi  can  tell  you  she  ain’t  if  she  ’appens  to  get 
~  a  state  of  hexcitement. 
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Mary.  No,  indeed  !  Didn’t  she  pay  on  to  Softy,  with  her 
riding-whip,  when  she  caught  him  kicking  her  favourite  dog. 

Matt.  Softy  !  what  do  you  mean  by  “  Softy”  ? 

Aldo.  Softy  his  the  nickname  for  a  certing  hindiwidual 
with  a  ’ump-back - 

Mary.  And  a  face  always  so  white,  that  it  looks  like  a 
suet  dumpling  before  it’s  biled — he,  he,  he ! 

Matt.  And  I  suppose  he’s  rather  soft  about  the  head,  eh  ? 

Mary.  So  he  lets  on  to  be  ;  but  it’s  my  opinion  that  Steve 
Hargreave  has  got  more  sense  in  his  noddle  than  some  people 
I  am  acquainted  with — ( looking  at  Aldobrand)  He,  he,  he  ! 

Aldo.  He  used  to  work  about  the  stables,  ’elping  to  look 
liafter  the  ’orses  and  the  ’arness,  and  do  hother  hodd  herrands 
about  the  place ;  but  Mr.  Mellish  turned  him  hoff  after  that 
business,  and  now,  I  think,  Vs  ’ard  hup. 

Matt.  Well,  I  don’t  want  to  stop  magging  here  all  day.  I 
want  to  see  Mrs.  Mellish. 

Aldo.  Give  the  fustian  man  something  to  heat,  Mary,  and 
Hi’ll  go  and  liannounce  ’is  liarrival. 

Mary,  (crossing,  r.)  Come  along,  master.  Oh,  bless  me ! 
there’s  something  moving  in  your  pocket. 

Matt.  It’s  a  dawg,  mum ! 

Mary.  Well,  if  ever — he,  he,  he  !  But,  I  say,  do  you  never 
have  any  of  your  dogs  hang  on  hand  till  they  get  so  old  that 
nobody  will  have  them  ? 

Matt.  Not  often— but  sometimes  I 

Mary.  And  then,  I  suppose,  you  drown  the  poor  things  ? 

Matt.  No,  no,  we  don’t  do  that  with  ’em  neither. 

Mary.  Do  you  really  treat  them  tenderly  ? 

Matt.  Yes,  mum — we  sells  ’em  to  the  pie  shops  ! 

Mary  screams  horrified ,  and  runs  off,  L. — Matthew  follows 
her ,  laughing . 

Aldo.  Ho  !  haint  it  ’orrerble.  But  I  ain’t  surprised,  for 'the 
lower  horders  heats  hanythink,  and  considers  it  a  relish.  Exfy, R. 


Scene  Second. — Apartment ,  handsomely  furnished;  R.  u.  Eha 
large  French  window,  open  to  the  ground ,  and  shewing  stati 
d'C.,  and  park  beyond;  doors ,  L.2  E.  and  R.  2  E.  ;  table 
chairs  down  R. ;  a  table  at  back ,  L.  c.,  on  which  guns 
pist'ls  are  scattered. 

John  Mellish  discovered  at  table  at  back,  polishing  the  bai 

of  a  gun. 

John.  I  shall  give  over — I  have  had  enough  of  this.  (pla(—l(J 
gun  on  table )  One  of  the  men  may  finish  the  work.  (laug1un(J 
as  he  advances )  When  I  say  finish — considering  I  have  i)0. 
lislied  one  barrel  out  of  about  a  score  I  I  will  go  and  lookq.-or 
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Sc.  2.] 

Aurora ;  I  live  only  when  she  is  by  my  side.  I  had  so  much 
trouble  to  win  her,  and  that  is  the  reason,  I  suppose,  why  I 
now  adore  her  more  than  ever ;  but,  law  bless  me,  I  have  loved 
her  from  the  very  first  moment  I  beheld  her !  I  proposed  to 
her  once,  and  was  rejected.  She  told  me  that  she  intended  to 
continue  Aurora  Floyd  all  her  life ;  but  she  seemed  so  sad 
when  she  told  me  that,  that  I  didn’t  give  up  hoping ;  besides, 
when  a  girl  tells  you  that  she  intends  to  be  an  old  maid,  we 
always  understand  that  she  means,  if  she  can’t  help  it:  And 
lovely,  charming,  fascinating  Aurora  Floyd  would  have  had 
but  to  whistle,  and  lords  and  dukes  would  have  crowded  round, 
eager  to  marry  her;  and  to  think  that  I  should  win  her — such 
a  rough,  ugly,  uncultivated  brute  as  I  am !  Suppose,  after  her 
first  rejection  of  me — ( sitting ,  R.)— suppose,  I  say,  I  had  bolted 
off  to  the  Continent,  or  stayed  at  home  and  drowned  myself, 
as  f  thought  of  doing  for  the  benefit  of  my  health,  where  should 
I  have  been  now?  Why,  moping  about  in  Paris,  or  Russia, 
or  the  other  world,  perhaps.  So  I  stayed  at  home,  mustered 
up  a  second  lot  of  courage,  proposed  a  second  time  to  Aurora 
Floyd,  and  was  a  second  time  rejected.  And  Aurora  cried  over 
it,  and  so  did  I — only,  Aurora  cried  in  a  lady-like  manner,  and 
I  didn’t.  She  just  wiped  away  a  tear  or  two  with  the  corner 
of  her  handkerchief,  but  I  regularly  broke  down  and  blubbered, 
like  a  great  Yorkshire  lout  as  I  am!  Then  I  went  and  told 
her  father,  and  the  old  gentleman  was  very  sorry  for  me — for 
he  should  have  been  proud  of  me  for  his  son-in-law,  he  said ; 
but,  wonderful  to  relate,  two  hours  afterwards,  Aurora  comes 
to  me,  her  face  all  over  smiles,  and  as  bright  as  a  sunshiny  day, 
and,  “John  Mellish,”  says  she,  w  I  am  ready  to  consent  to  be 
your  wife,  if — ”  Ah!  {jumping  up)  Here  she  is! 

Enter  Aurora,  door  r. 

Oh,  my  darling  Aurora ! 

Auro.  {smiling)  Now,  you  great  lazy  Yorkshireman,  what 
are  you  doing,  eh? 

^John.  Well,  at  present,  nothing. 

J.URO.  At  present !  Then,  what  have  you  been  doing? 

John.  Well — nearly  the  same  employment. 

Auro.  {laughing)  I  was  sure  of  it. 

John.  I  came  here  with  the  intention  of  cleaning  those  guns 
and  pistols,  but  somehow - - 

Auro.  Somehow  you  didn’t — of  course  not.  Your  fits  of 
industry  arrive  but  seldom,  and  then  they  do  not  stay  long 
witlji  you. 

JiOhn.  No,  about  once  in  three  months  I  feel  industriously 
inclined. 

i^.URO.  For  how  long? 
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John.  Generally  for  about  two  minutes. 

Auro.  John,  John,  you  great  wicked  boy — I  am  quite 
ashamed  of  you. 

John.  Rory,  if  Mr.  Pastern  does  not  soon  send  us  the  new 
trainer  he  promised  to  find  us,  we  shall  not  be  able  to  run 
Buttercup  for  the  Oaks. 

Auro.  What  a  shame,  for  I  would  lay  any  odds  she  would 
win. 

John.  So  would  1,  dear  !  (Aurora  crosses  and  sits  at  table , 
R.)  Though  nothing  that  I  have  run  has  won  yet ;  but  I  have 
the  consolation  to  know  that  they  ought  to  have  won. 

Auro.  That  dear  Buttercup  couldn’t  lose,  Pm  quite  sure  of 
that. 

John.  And  you  are  a  judge,  Rory — you  know  everything 
• — dogs  and  horses,  none  of  them  come  amiss  to  you.  If  you 
had  been  a  man,  what  a  capital  prime  minister  you  would 
have  made. 

Auro.  Ah !  ( laughing )  But  as  I  do  not  happen  to  be  a  man — 

John.  No,  thank  goodness,  or  you  would  never  have  been 
my  wife,  you  know. 

Auro.  (still  laughing )  Well,  I  suppose  not,  you  great 
stupid  fellow. 

John.  But  I  do  wish  the  new  trainer  would  come,  for  the 
stables  are  all  going  to  the  dogs. 

Auro.  (as  before)  Well,  John,  the  dogs  would  have  no 
objection  to  that. 

John.  Well,  I  suppose  not ;  but  poor  old  Langley  is  past 
his  work — quite  infirm  and  rheumatic — so  we  must  lay  him 
up  in  clover  for  the  rest  ot  his  life.  Softy,  now,  was  handy 
about  the  stables — knew  a  good  deal  about  horses,  and  if  he 
could  have  behaved  himself - 

Auro.  (rising)  Oh !  the  horrid  wretch !  he  came  suddenly 
upon  me  a  day  or  two  since  as  I  was  riding  slowly  through  the 

wood,  and  glared  at  me  with  an  expression  that -  Heaven 

forgive  me  the  thought,  but  his  face  was  so  horrible,  I  feared 
he  was  about  to  murder  me. 

John.  Not  because  you  horsewhipped  him.  (laughing)  lie 
hasn’t  sense  enough  to  be  revengeful.  If  ever  Softy  shoild 
commit  a  murder,  it  would  be  to  obtain  money,  for  at  the 
sight  of  a  yellow-boy  his  eyes  almost  jump  out  of  his  head') 

Auro.  Do  you  know,  John,  if  his  face  was  always  so  terribly 
white  ?  ) 

John.  Well,  I  have  heard  that  when  a  boy,  he  was  a  ruddy, 
likely  lad  enough ;  but  after  that  fall,  which  put  both  his  head 
and  his  back  out  of  shape,  he  was  brought  home  as  white  as  a 
sheet,  and  his  face  has  ever  since  retained  that  ashy  hue.  J 

Auro.  I  should  pity  him  if  he  had  not  proved  himself  so 
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great  a  brute ;  and  now — I  am  almost  ashamed  to  say  it — but, 
1  fear  him. 

John.  You  have  no  occasion,  Rory  —  besides,  couldn’t  I 
protect  you  against  a  dozen  Softies !  What  is  the  use  of  having 
a  husband  if — lor,  Rory !  to  think  that  such  an  animal  as  I  am 
should  marry  a  banker’s  daughter,  a  great  heiress,  and  a 
beautiful  creature ! 

Auro.  Yes,  John,  you  fought  the  sturdy  fight  of  the  strong 
heart,  which  very  rarely  fails  to  win  the  prize  it  is  set  upon— 
however  high  or  far  away  that  prize  may  seem  to  be. 

John.  Yes,  I  made  a  waiting  race  of  it,  and  at  last  came  in 
with  a  rush,  the  winner  of  the  stakes — and  they  were  yourself, 
and  not  the  money  your  old  dad  is  to  give  you,  for  I’ve  one  of 
the  finest  estates  in  Yorkshire ;  I’m  not  worse  looking,  nor 
worse  educated  than  the  generality  of  fellows,  and  I’m  sound 
wind  and  limb.  I  never  told  a  lie  or  committed  a  mean  action  ; 
and  I  love  you,  Rory,  with  as  true  and  pure  a  love  as  ever 
man  felt  for  woman. 

Auro.  (< embracing  him )  I  know  you  do,  you  dear,  good, 
silly  old  J  ohfi !  Y ou  accepted  me,  although  you  knew  there 
was  a  secret  clinging  about  me — that  there  was  a  missing  year 
in  my  young  life,  for  which  I  told  you  I  would  never  account — 
would  never  give  you  any  explanation — and  spite  of  that 
secret,  you  accepted  me  for  your  wife. 

John.  I  trusted  you — still  trust,  shall  always  trust  you — ay, 
in  spite  of  a  hundred  secrets.  I  could  not  love  you  as  I  do, 
Aurora,  if  I  did  not  believe  you  to  be  all  that  is  best  and 
purest  in  woman.  I  cannot  believe  this  one  moment  and  doubt 
you  the  next.  I  gave  my  life  and  honour  into  your  hands.  I 
would  not  have  confided  them  to  the  woman  whom  by  a  single 
doubt  I  could  insult. 

Auro.  You  are  worthy  of  the  love  of  a  better  woman  than 
me,  dear  John  ;  but,  with  the  help  of  heaven,  I  will  never  give 
you  cause  to  regret  having  trusted  me. 

John.  I  know  that,  Rory ;  and  you  know  that  you  can  do 
as  you  will  with  me.  It  isn’t  enough  to  say  that  I  love  you, 
my  darling — I  idolize  you,  and  lay  myself  down  to  be  trampled 
upon,  crushed  if  you  will,  by  your  gracious  and  pretty  little  feet ! 

Auro.  Yes,  poor  infatuated  John,  I  know  that  whatever  I 
do  or  say  is  charming,  bewitching,  and  wonderful,  to  you.  If 
I  ridicule  and  laugh  at  you,  my  laughter  is  the  sweetest 
harmony  in  creation. 

John.  Yes,  yes — and  it  delights  me  that  my  Yorkshire 
absurdities  can  give  birth  to  such  music. 

Auro.  If  I  lecture  you,  I  arise  to  the  sublimity  of  a 
priestess - 

John.  Yes,  yes. 
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Auro.  And  you  listen  to  me,  and  worship  me  as  the  most 
noble  of  living  creatures - 

John.  So  you  are — so  you  are  ! — in  fact,  every  day  I  feel 
more  and  more  like  a  spooney ! 

Auro.  No,  John,  you  are  a  true  man,  a  devoted  husband ! 

John.  Oh,  my  darling  Rory  !  ( embracing  her) 

Aldobrand  appears  at  door,  L. 

Aldo.  Hoh  !  hi  never  ! 

( they  turn  and  see  him — Aurora  sits  at  table ,  R.) 

John.  What  now? 

Aldo.  Hi  beg  your  parding ;  lii  didn’t  know  has  you  was 

h  engaged. 

John,  (c.)  What  do  you  want  ? 

Aldo.  (l.)  Hi  don’t  want  nothink — that  is,  nothink  hon  my 
hown  haccount — but  there  har  ha  man  has  wants  Mrs.  Mellisli. 

John.  One  of  your  poor  pensioners,  I  suppose,  Rory. 

Aldo.  No,  sir,  he  har  not  a  pensioner,  he  har  a  dog  fancier, 
(Aurora  rises  hastily )  which  hanimals,  when  they  har  hold, 
he  disposes  hof  to  ^establishments  where  hall  the  pies  har 
made  which  are  heaten  by  the  lower  horders. 

John.  ( laughing )  Rory,  have  you  a  notion  what  this  donkey 
is  talking  about  ? 

Auro.  I  think,  perhaps - {crosses  to  Aldobrand)  Did 

this  man  tell  you  his  name  ? 

Aldo.  (l.)  Matthew  ’Arrison — ’e  says  you  har  haequainted 
with  him,  that  you  ’ave  bought  ha  dog  hof  him,  hand - 

John,  (r.)  Well,  your  mistress  can’t  see  him  now. 

Auro.  (c.)  Yes,  John,  dear — I  think  I  will,  {to  Aldobrand) 
Send  him  to  me. 

John.  What,  here?  my  dear  Aurora - 

Auro.  Well!  what?  Would  you  dictate  to  me? 

John.  Now,  is  that  likely? 

Aldo.  {aside)  Hi  should  think  hit  wasn’t.  Hi  never  knew 
ha  man  so  ’orrerbly  ’enpecked — hit’s  hawful !  Hi’m  growing 
hashamed  hof  him,  and  hif  ’e  don’t  halter,  hi  shall  discharge 
him !  Exit ,  door ,  L. 

Auro.  John,  dear,  there  is  no  occasion  that  you  should  be 
present  at  my  interview  with  this  man. 

John.  Very  well,  Rory,  just  as  you  like,  {going  to  table  at 
back)  I’ll  just  put  these  guns  out  of  the  way,  and  then - 

Enter  Matthew  Harrison,  l. 

Matt.  Oh,  how  do,marm — is  you  glad  to  see  me,  or  ain’t  you? 

John,  {advancing,  c.)  What  does  the  fellow  say? 

Matt,  (l.,  taken  aback  on  seeing  John)  Um  !  ah !  I  didn’t 
know  that - I’ve  called  to  see  if  the  missus  would  like  a 
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spannel  dawg,  or  a  French  poodle  what’ll  balance  a  bit  of 
bread  on  his  nose  while  you  count  ten,  and  then  chuck  it  down 
his  throat  like  winkin’. 

John.  Mind  what  you  are  about  with  this  fellow’s  dogs, 
Rory,  for  I  would  lay  long  odds  that  he  is  more  of  a  stealer 
than  a  dealer.  Going  up  and  off  at  window,  c.  to  R. 

Auro.  (r.  C.)  Why  did  you  come  here — how  dared  you — 
why  couldn’t  you  write  to  me  ? 

Matt,  (l.)  Because  writin’s  never  so  much  good  as  speakin’. 
I  first  went  to  your  pa’s  house  to  ask  after  Miss  Floyd,  for  I 
didn’t  know  as  you  was  married  to  this  Yorkshire  chap — I 
didn’t  say  nothing  to  the  old  gent,  though  I  dessay  he’d  be 
good  for  a  fi’pun  note ;  or  a  tenner  if  it  came  to  that. 

Auro.  (passionately)  If  ever  you  dare  to  annoy  my  father, 
you  shall  pay  dearly  for  it;  not  that  I  fear  .anything  you  can 
say,  but  I  will  not  have  him  annoyed ;  I  will  not  have  him 
tormented.  He  has  borne  enough,  and  suffered  enough, 
heaven  knows,  without  that.  I  will  not  have  him  harassed, 
and  his  best  and  tenderest  feelings  made  a  market  of  by  such 
as  you.  (stamping  her  foot )  I  will  not ! 

Matt.  You  needn’t  take  on  so,  Miss  Floyd—  Mrs.  Mellish, 
I  mean — all  I  ask  is  that  you’ll  act  a  little  liberal  to  a  cove 
what’s  down  in  the  world  since  you  see  him  last. 

Auro.  If  every  guinea  I  have,  or  ever  hope  to  have,  could 
blot  out  the  business  that  you  trade  upon,  I’d  open  my  hands 
and  let  the  money  run  through  them  as  freely  as  so  much 
water.  I  had  forgotten  you,  and  was  at  last  happy — Oh !  so 
happy,  and  now - 

Matt.  Well,  but,  excuse  me — oughtn’t  you  to  thank  me  a 
little  for  your  ’appiness,  for  if  I  hadn’t  sent  you  that  ere 
tl  Bell’s  Life,”  you  wouldn’t  have  known  that  your  husband — 
Jem  Conyers,  I  mean,  was  dead. 

Auro.  (looking  round  fearfully )  Silence  !  silence  ! 

Matt.  Them  few  lines  in  the  paper  as  said  that  James 
Conyers,  a  English  jockey,  ridin’  a  steeple  chase,  in  Germany, 
was  throwed  off  his  horse,  and  smashed  and  killed,  is  all  I 
could  ever  get  hold  of  about  the  business.  (Aurora  produces 
her  pwtmonnaie )  But  I  alius  said  it,  and  I  alius  will,  if  a  man 
rides  up’ards  of  eleven  stun — ah !  (seeing  gold  and  eagerly  hold¬ 
ing  out  his  hand) 

John  Mellish  appears  at  window ,  he  suddenly  stops. 

Auro.  (pouring  several  sovereigns  into  Matthew’s  hand) 
Let  me  have  the  address  of  some  place  where  a  letter  may 
always  find  you  —you  can  put  it  into  an  envelope,  and  direct 
it  to  me  here  ;  and  from  time  to  time  I  promise  to  send  you  a 
moderate  remittance — sufficient  to  enable  you  to  lead  an  honest 
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life,  if  you,  or  any  of  your  set  are  capable  of  doing  so ;  but,  I 
repeat,  that  if  I  give  you  this  money  as  a  bribe,  it  is  only  for 
my  father’s  sake. 

Matt.  Well,  certainly,  the  poor  chap  is  dead ;  but  I  was  a 
sort  of  pal  of  his — travelled  with  him  when - 

John.  ( advancing ,  c.)  Aurora,  what  is  all  this? 

Auro.  ( starting )  You  here,  John,  and  listening? 

John.  No,  no — but  I - 

Matt,  (l.,  aside)  I  shall  hook  it !  I’ve  got  the  tin,  and 
there’s  going  to  be  a  row.  Slips  off,  L.  door. 

John.  (l.  c.)  Rory,  I — I  don’t  know  what  it  means,  but  I — 
I  don’t  think  that  man  is  the  sort  of  person  you  ought  to  assist. 

Auro.  (r.  c.)  I  daresay  not.  I  have  no  doubt  I  assist  many 
persons  who  ought  by  rights  to  die  in  a  workhouse,  or  drop  on 
the  high  road ;  but,  you  see,  if  I  stopped  to  question  their 
deserts,  they  might  die  of  starvation  while  I  was  making  my 
inquiries  ;  so  perhaps  it’s  better  to  throw  away  a  few  shillings 
upon  some  unhappy  creature  who  is  wicked  enough  to  be 
hungry,  and  not  good  enough  to  deserve  to  have  anything 
given  him  to  eat.  ( crosses ,  L.) 

John.  But  this  man,  Rory — he  spoke  to  you  in  away  that - 

Auro.  John  Mellish,  remember  your  promise.  1  will  not 
submit  to  be  called  to  account  for  my  actions — even  by  you. 

John.  (: reproachfully )  Aurora! 

Auro.  You  can  but  be  convinced  that  I  know  too  well  the 
value  of  your  love  to  imperil  it  by  word  or  deed,  {going,  R.) 

John.  Stay,  Rory,  stay !  {she  returns)  Forgive  me — do  as 
you  will — act  as  you  please — I  do  not  doubt,  and  I  will  not 
question  you. 

Auro.  Ah!  now  you  are  again  my  dear  old  John!  ( em¬ 
bracing  him) 

John.  And  now,  Aurora,  I  want  to  tell  you  something — such 
good  news ! 

Auro.  About  what  ? 

John.  About  the  trainer. 

Auro.  {careless ty,  shugging  her  shoulders)  Is  that  all? 

John.  Yes — but  ain’t  you  glad  we’ve  got  the  man  at  last? — 
the  very  man  to  suit  us,  I  think,  {thrusting  his  hand  into  his 
coat  pocket)  Where’s  Mr.  Pastern’s  letter  ? 

Auro.  {crossing  to  R laughing  gaily)  I  wouldn’t  mind  betting 
five  to  one  you  won’t  find  it.  {sits  at  table ,  R.) 

John,  [rummaging  his  pockets)  Confound  it!  Curse  it! 
Where  has  it  got  to  ?  I  can’t  have -  Oh — here  it  is ! 

Auro.  {laughing)  For  a  wonder  I  should  have  lost  my  wager. 

John,  {opening  letter)  You’re  attending,  Aurora? 

Auro.  {looking  her  dress  over,  adjusting  it,  &c.)  Yes,  dearest 
and  best,  yes. 
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John.  Oh,  but,  now — you  can’t  hear  a  word  while  you  keep 
twiddling  about  like  that !  v 

Auro.  {playfully  shrugging  her  shoulders)  I  submit  to  the 
command  of  a  tyrant,  {sitting  bolt  upright  in  her  chair)  There  * 
don’t  beat  me,  please,  and  I  will  be  good. 

John,  {fondly)  Ah !  Rory,  you  want  only  a  nice  little  pair 
ot  wings  to  make  you  a  perfect  angel !  But,  about  the  trainer 
{glancing  over  letter)  Um,  um,ah!  here  we  have  it.  {reading) 

I  think  he  will  suit  you  very  well,  as  he  is  well  up  in  his 
business,  having  had  plenty  of  experience  as  groom,  jockey, 
and.  trainer.  He  is  only  thirty  years  of  age,  but  met  with  an 
accident  some  time  since,  which  lamed  him  for  life.  He  was 
half  killed  m  a  steeple  chase  in  Prussia,  (Aurora  rises  to  her 
feet)  and  was  for  upwards  of  a  year  in  a  hospital  at  Berlin. 
His  name  is  James  Conyers,  and  he  can  have  a  character 

trom  - I  needn  t  read  any  more,  because - {raising  his 

eyes  towards  Aurora,  he  sees  her  standing  petrified, ,  glaring 
wildly  upon  him)  m 

John,  {terrified)  Good  heavens,  Aurora!  what  is  it ?  Oh! 
what  is  it? 

Auro.  {gasping  and  hoarsely)  It’s  wrong — it’s  wrong!  you’ve 
read  the  name  wrong.  It  can’t  be  that ! 

J ohn.  What  name  ? 

Auro.  {fiercely)  What  name?  that  name!  It  can’t  be  I 
:  tell  you,  it  can't  be!  Give  me  the  letter!  {she  snatches  the  letter 
from  Johns  hand,  crossing  to  l.,  John’s  eyes  continue -fixed 
upon  her  face  she  looks  at  the  letter  for  a  moment ,  then  reelinq 
back  a  step  or  two ,  falls  heavily  to  the  ground — John  remains 
i  ooted  to  the  spot  on  which  he  has  been  standing) 

Scene  Third.— Mellish  Park  {1st  grooves). 

Enter  James  Conyers,  r.,  smoking  a  cigar  {he  limps  slightly  with 

one  leg)  Stephen  H abgre av e  follows,  aportmanteau  on  his 

shoulder. 

Steph.  There!  {placing portmanteau  on  the  ground)  You’ll 
have  to  find  some  one  else  to  carry  it  th’  rest  ’t’road.  {holding 
out  his  hand  to  be  paid)  * 

James.  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  I  have  hired  you  to 
carry  my  portmanteau  as  far  as  I  pleased — and  I  am  going  up 
to  the  house ;  and  I’m  sure  the  portmanteau  has  ridden  very 

comfortably  on  top  of  your  hump  ;  so,  what  the  devil  do  you 
mean  (  J 

Steph.  I  mean  that  I  mayn’t  go  no  further — I  mean  that 
i  ve  been  toorned  oot  of  yon  place  that  I’ve  lived  in,  man  and 
boy,  for  forty  year— toorned  oot  like  a  dog,  neck  and. crop  ! 
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James.  What  do  you  mean,  man?  What  are  you  talking 
about  ? 

Steph.  Why,  Mrs.  Mellish  horsewhipped  me  for  kicking 
her  favourite  dog,  and  master  toorned  me  oot  of  his  service. 
You  wouldn’t  like  to  be  toorned  oot  of  a  pleace  as  you’d 
lived  in  forty  year,  would  you  ?  But  Mrs.  Mellish  has  a  rare 
spirit,  bless  her  pretty  feace  ! 

James,  (talcing  Iris  cigar  from  his  mouth)  Your  blessing,  my 
friend,  has  a  very  ominous  sound — (talcing  hold  of  Stephen’s 
collar  and  pulling  him  round)  Let’s  have  a  good  stare  at  you, 
man  !— red  eyes  in  a  white  face  !  I’ve  seen  a  more  agreeable 
countenance!  (laughing  and  pushing  Stephen  away)  You’re  a 
character,  my  friend,  it  strikes  me ;  and  not  too  safe  a  charac¬ 
ter,  either.  I’m  dashed  if  I  should  like  to  offend  you ! 

Enter  Aldobrand,  r.,  he  crosses  to  L. 

James,  (c.)  Holloa !  who  is  this  covey  that  walks  as  if  he 
hadn’t  got  strength  left  to  move  his  carcass  along  ! 

Steph.  (r.)  Oh  !  only  one  of  the  servants  from  the  house. 

Aldo.  (l.)  Honly  ! — Hi  haint  a  going  to  put  up  with  none 
of  your  hinsolence,  Mr.  Softy ;  hand  considering  has  ’ow 
you  ’ave  been  turned  hoff,  you  ain’t  got  no  sort  hof  business 
habout  hour  liestate ! 

James.  You  are  a  spicy  sort  of  chap,  you  are  ! 

Aldo.  Yes,  I  har;  and  you,  hi  himagine,  har  the  person 
has  har  hexpected  hin  the  stables  to  hattend  to  the  ’orses  ! 

James.  The  new  trainer — precisely. 

Aldo.  Hah !  then  hi  was  requested  by  Mr.  Mellish  to 
hinform  you,  sir,  that  the  north  lodge  ’as  been  fitted  hup  for 
you  hin  a  most  comfortable,  in  fact,  hin  quite  a  hexquisite 
manner. 

James.  Very  good — then  do  you  walk  on  ahead  and  lead 
the  way  to  it. 

Aldo.  Well,  hi  was  requested  by  Mr.  Mellish  to  hobey  you 
in  he  very  think,  and  to  place  myself  at  your  horders. 

James.  Very  good  and  very  proper. 

Aldo.  (crossing  to  r.)  Foller  harter  me,  hif  you  please — 
this  ’ere  har  the  way. 

James.  All  right,  (crossing  to  c.)  and  I  say,  just  carry  my 
portmanteau,  will  you. 

Aldo.  Ho,  hi  say,  you  har  hunder  a  herror ;  hi  hain’t  a 
porter,  hi’m  ha  hupper  servant ! 

James.  Well,  take  this  up  then. 

Aldo.  Hi  can’t  really — hi  hain’t  got  strength,  and  hi  didn’t 
hengage  to  do  no  ’ard  work. 

James.  Come,  on  to  your  shoulder  with  it. 

Aldo.  Hi  can’t — my  shoulders  har  too  tender. 


AURORA  FLOYD. 


17 


Sc.  3.] 

James.  Then  we'll  try  your  head,  that’s  thick  enough  to 
bear  it.  ( clapping  the  -portmanteau  on  Aldobp.and’s  head,  and 
smashing  his  hat  fiat) 

Aldo.  Hah  !  ’ere’s  a  go — my  new  ’at  har  ruined  for  liever ! 

James.  That  will  do,  go  along  !  (bundles  Aldobrand  off,  l.) 
Now  you — what’s  your  name  ?  it  ain’t  Apollo,  I  should  think  ? 

Steph.  (l.)  My  name  be  Stephen  Hargreave — but  I’m  mostly 
called  the  “  Softy.” 

James.  Oh!  a  deficiency  about  your  nut,  eh?  Well,  you 
have  got  more  than  your  fair  allowance  of  back,  at  any  rate. 

Steph.  Ye — yes! 

James.  Now  look  here — in  this  North  Lodge  it  isn’t  likely 
I  can  do  for  myself. 

Steph.  Well,  if  you’ll  hire  me,  I’ll  do  for  you. 

James.  Curse  me,  if  you  don’t  look  like  the  sort  of  fellow 
that  would  do  for  anybody  !  But  I  don’t  mind  you,  and  I’ll 
have  you,  because  my  Lady  Highropes  has  turned  you  away  ; 
so  I’ll  give  you  five  shillings  a  week  and  your  peck,  and  you 
must  clean  my  boots,  cook  my  dinner,  and  make  my  bed,  and 
such  like. 

Steph.  I  marn’t — I’ve  been  toorned  out,  and  I  darn’t — no, 
1  darn’t. 

James.  Ugh,  you  cur  !  you’re  afraid  of  setting  foot  upon 
the  estate,  are  you  ?  Never  mind,  Steve,  I  give  you  leave  to 
come,  and  I  should  like  to  see  the  man  or  woman  in  that  house 
who’ll  interfere  with  any  whim  of  mine.  I  give  you  leave. 
You  understand. 

Steph.  ( touching  his  cap)  Yes,  I — no,  I  don’t — I - 

James.  Tell-  me,  Softy,  is  Mr.  Mellish  fond  of  his  wife  ? 

Steph.  Fond  ?  Yes,  uncommon — but  I  bean’t  though — 
/bean’t ! 

James.  I  hear  that  her  father  gave  her  fifty  thousand  pounds 
down  on  her  wedding  day. 

Steph.  Mr.  Mellish  has  got  heaps  of  money  of  his  own. 

James.  Ah,  to  be  sure,  that’s  always  the  way  of  it.  Do 
you  think  now,  Steve,  that  if  Aurora  Floyd  had  married  a  poor 
devil,  her  father  would  have  given  her  fifty  sixpences  ? 

Stepii.  I — 1  don’t  know  ! 

James.  Oh!  well  I  do!  ( producing  a  letter)  Here,  I  say,  do 
you  see  this  ? 

Steph.  It’s  a  letter. 

James.  Yes,  and  you  must  take  it  up  to  the  house. 

Steph.  For  Mr.  Mellish  ? 

James.  No,  for  Mrs.  Mellish. 

Stepii.  I  daren’t  go  nigh  the  house  ;  least  of  all  to  speak  to 
her. 

James.  Ugh  !  you  cur  !  But  I  tell  you,  I’ll  bear  you  harm- 
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less— you  have  nothing  to  fear,  and  you  must.  I’ve  no  such 
wonderful  love  for  Mrs.  Mellish  myself,  and  if  she  will  only — 
Here,  take  the  letter!  (thrusting  it  into  Stephen’s  hand)  There’s 
no  need  of  any  address — you  know  who  it’s  for,  and  you  won’t 
give  it  to  anybody  else.  Watch  about  till  you  see  her’ and 
then  beckon  her  to  you. 

Steph.  Yes,  but - 

James.  There,  get  along  with  you.  (_ putting  him  over  to  R.) 
She’ll  say  nothing  to  you ,  man,  when  she  sees  who  the  letter 
comes  from.  You  needn’t  wait  for  a  written  answer.  “  Yes,” 
or  “  No,”  will  be  quite  enough,  you  may  tell  Mrs.  Mellish. 

Steph.  I  s’pose  I  must  go,  but  I  don’t  like  it.  I  don’t  forget 
the  day  she  horse-whipped  me.  You  think  I’m  a  coward, 
don’t’ee  now  ? 

James.  Well,  I  don’t  think  you  are  over  valiant,  to  be  afraid 
of  a  woman,  though  she  was  the  veriest  devil  that  ever  played 
fast  and  loose  with  a  man. 

Steph.  (in  a  half  whisper ,  and  pressing  close  to  Conyers) 
Shall  I  tell  you  what  it  is  I  be  afraid  of?  It  ain’t  Mrs. 
Mellish — it’s  myself — it’s  this,  (partly  drawing  a  large  clasp 
knife  from  his  trousers  pocket)  It’s  this!  I  be  afraid  to  trust 
myself  a-nigh  her,  for  fear  I  should  spring  upon  her,  and  cut 
her  thro-at  from  ear  to  ear — I’ve  seen  her  in  my  dreams 
sometimes,  with  her  beautiful  white  thro-at  laid  open,  and 
streaming  oceans  of  blood ;  but  for  all  that  she’s  always  had 
the  broken  whip  in  her  hand-,  and  she’s  always  laughed  at  me. 
I’ve  had  many  a  dream  about  her ;  but  I’ve  never  seen  her 
dead  or  quiet,  and  I’ve  never  seen  her  without  the  whip — never 
without  the  whip — never  without  the  whip  !  Exit,  R. 

James.  That’s  a  queer  fish — an  uncommon  queer  fish  ;  but 
it’s  rather  hard  if  I  can’t  manage  him.  I’ve  twisted  his  betters 
round  my  little  finger  before  to-day — ha  !  ha  !  and  shall  again 
— shall  again.  Exit,  R. 

Scene  Fourth. — Same  as  Scene  Second. 

Aurora  discovered  seated,  r. — John  Mellish  standing  near  her, 

holding  her  hand. 

John.  Aurora,  dearest,  nothing  shall  shake  my  confidence  ; 
nothing  can.  But  have  pity  on  me — this  man,  this  Conyers — 
what  is  he,  and  who  is  he  ? 

Auro.  You  know  that  as  well  as  I  do.  A  groom  once — 
afterwards  a  jockey — and  now  a  trainer. 

John.  But  you  know  him. 

Auro.  I  have  seen  him. 

John.  When? 

Auro.  Some  years  ago,  when  he  was  in  my  father’s  service. 
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John.  ( thoughtfully )  James  Conyers  was  in  your  father’s 
service.  But  why  should  the  mention  of  his  name  have  caused 
you  such  emotion  ? 

Auro.  I  cannot  tell  you. 

John.  Ah — I  see — I  understand,  Aurora !  This  man — this 
groom,  while  a  servant  of  your  father’s,  discovered  something 
of — of  the  secret  that - 

Auro.  Yes. 

John,  (aside,  walking  over  to  l.)  What,  in  the  name  of 
Heaven,  can  this  secret  be,  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  a  servant, 
and  yet  cannot  be  told  to  me?  But  1  have  sworn  to  trust  in  her 
blindly  to  the  end, and  I  will — I  will!  (he  turns  again  towards 
Aurora,  who  rises )  Aurora,  I  will  tell  this  man  he  will  not  suit 
us,  and - 

Auro.  (laying  her  hand  on  his  arm )  Tell  him  nothing  of  the 
kind,  John;  the  man  will  suit  you  very  well,  I  dare  say.  1 
had  rather  he  should  remain. 

John.  But  he  will  annoy  you;  he  will  try  to  extort  money 
from  you. 

Auro.  He  would  do  that  in  any  case,  since  he  is  alive — I 
thought  that  he  was  dead.  John,  suppose  something  were  to 
happen  which  would ‘separate  us  for  ever — something  which 
would  compel  me  to  leave  this  place,  never  to  return  to  it — 
what  then  ? 

John.  What  then,  Rory !  I  would  rather  see  your  coffin  laid 
in  the  empty  niche  beside  my  mother’s  in  the  vault  of  our  parish 
church,  than  I  would  part  with  you  thus.  I  couldn’t  part  with 
you — I  couldn’t !  I  would  rather  take  you  in  my  arms,  and 
plunge  with  you  into  the  pond  in  the  wood.  I  would  rather 
send  a  bullet  to  your  heart,  and  see  you  lying  murdered  at 
my  feet. 

Auro.  ( joyfully )  John,  John,  my  own  true  John,  we  will 
never  part,  dear!  Why  should  we?  There  is  very  little  upon 
this  wide  earth  that  money  cannot  buy ;  and  it  shall  help  to 
buy  our  happiness.  We  will  never  part,  darling — never,  (he 
gazes  anxiously  on  her — she  breaks  into  a  joyous  laugh )  Don’t 
look  so  amazed  and  frightened,  you  poor,  fond,  silly  old  John  ! 
(he  throws  his  arm  round  her  ivaist,  and  they  exeunt ,  R.  door — - 
a  pause ,  and  Stephen  looks  in  at  the  window ,  then  enters 
nervously  from  l.) 

Steph.  I  be  here,  but  I  don’t  like  it,  I  don’t  like  it.  I  bean’t 
so  much  afeard  though  as  I  were,  ’cause  (chuckling)  I  knows 
summut !  The  letter  as  that  swaggering  new  trainer  guv  I, 
were  in  a  enwelop  wi’out  no  address  ;  so  I  took  the  letter  out, 
and  then  T  put  it  back  into  another  enwelop — not  afore  I  had 
read  it,  though ;  it  were  a  deal  o’  trouble,  for  I  bean’t  much  of 
a  scholard — but  I  made  it  out  enough  to  know  that  this  here 
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Mr.  Conyers  wants  Mrs.  Mellish  to  meet  him  to  night,  and  to 
bring  two  thousand  pound  with  her.  What  a  huge  sight  of 
money!  and  why  should  she  give  him  two  thousand  pound? 
that’s  what  I  can’t  make  out — but  I  will,  for  it’s  queer — 
uncommon  queer !  Oh !  let  me  but  get  a  good  hold  on  my 
lady,  and  I’ll  make  her  remember  the  horse-whip  as  well  as  I  do. 

Mary  Merrithought,  appearing  at  window,  from  L. 

Mary,  {aside)  It  is  the  Softy  !  well,  plague  take  his  assur¬ 
ance  !  and  he  must  be  soft  to  come  here  after  the  hard  knocks 
missus  gave  him — {giggling)  He,  he,  he  ! 

Steph.  (who  has  gone  to  table  at'back)  What  a  sight  of  guns 
and  pistols— I  wish  they  were  all  mine,  {levelling  a  gun)  This 
is  the  chap  to  bring  down  a  pheasant ! 

Mary,  {aside)  And  if  master  shonld  see  you  here,  he’s  the 
chap  that  would  bring  you  down — he,  he,  he ! 

Steph.  {taking  up  a  small  pocket  pistol ,  levelling  towards  L., 
and  snapping  the  trigger)  To  think  that  such  a  little  thing  as 
this  could  kill  a  big  man  like — like  him  at  the  north  lodge, 
yonder. 

Mary,  {aside)  I  know  that  pistol  isn’t  loaded,  but  I  shouldn’t 
wonder  if  he  tried  to  make  it  go  off  in  his  pocket — he,  he,  he ! 

Steph.  {levelling  pistol)  This  little  thing  would  spoil  my 
proud  lady  for  using  the  horsewhip  any  more.  Ah  !  if  this 
were  mine - 

Mary.  ( advancing ,  r.)  If  you  don’t  put  it  down,  you’ll  be 
taken  up — he,  he,  he  ! 

Stfph.  {turning  hastily  and  levelling  pistol  at  her)  What  do 
you  want — what  do  you  want?  (Mary  screams ,  throws  her 
apron  over  her  face  and  scampers  off  at  window)  Cuss  that  girl, 
she’ll  frighten  all  the  pleace.  {he  throws  the  pistol  on  to  table 
as  R.  door  is  dashed  open ,  and  Aurora  enters) 

Auro.  {as  she  enters)  What  cry  was  that  ?  {seeing  Stephen, 
she  stops  suddenly  and  shuddering — Stephen  in  confusion  takes 
off  his  furry  cap ,  and  twiddles  it  about)  You  here  !  I  thought 
Mr.  Mellish  had  dismissed  you,  and  that  you  had  been  for¬ 
bidden  the  estate. 

Steph.  (l.)  Yes,  ma’am,  Muster  Mellish  did  turn  me  out  of 
the  house  I’d  lived  in,  man  and  boy,  nigh  upon  forty  year  ;  but 
I’ve  got  a  new  pleace  now,  and  my  new  master  sent  me  to  you 
with  a  letter,  {fixing  his  eyes  on  her) 

Auro.  {quivering)  What  new  master  ? 

Steph.  The  new  trainer,  ma’am — Muster  James  Conyers. 

Auro.  {looking  at  himkeenly)  What  does  he  want  with  you? 

Steph.  I’m  to  keep  his  pleace  in  order  for  him,  ma’am,  ahd 
run  errands  for  him  ;  and  I’ve  brought  a  letter. 

Auro.  A  letter?  Ah,  yes,  give  it  me.  (Stephen  extends  the 
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letter  slowly ,  her  eyes  fixed  penetratingly  on  his  face ,  she  takes  it 
from  his  hand — then  her  own  hand ,  holding  the  letter  drops 
listlessly  to  her  side)  You  can  go. 

Steph.  I  was  to  wait  for  an  answer. 

Auro.  ( eagerly  thrusting  the  letter  into  the  bosom  of  her  dress ) 
There  is  no  answer,  and  there  shall  be  none  till  I  choose;  tell 
your  master  that. 

Steph.  It  wasn’t  to  be  a  written  answer,  it  was  to  be  Yes  or 
No,  that’s  all ;  but  I  was  to  be  sure  and  wait  for  it.  (Aurora 
stamps  with  rage,  plucks  the  letter  from  her  breast ,  tears  open  the 
envelope  and  reads — aside)  She  hates  me  bad  enough,  but  she 
hates  t’oother  chap  worse. 

Auro.  ( crushing  the  letter  in  her  hand)  Yes — tell  your  master 
that.  ( dashes  off  l.  door) 

Steph.  An’  I  shall  be  there  too,  I  wool !  (he  snatches  up  the 
little  pistol  he  has  left  on  R.  table,  and  hurries  off  at  window,  to  L. 
— Music) 


Scene  Fifth. — Same  as  Scene  First. 

Enter  Mary,  l. 

Mary.  Well,  I  haven’t  had  such  a  fright  as  that  Softy  gave 
me  for  some  time ;  goodness  knows,  he’s  fright  enough,  and 
when  he’s  joined  to  another  fright ! — He,  he,  he  ! 

Enter  Aldobrand,  r. 

Aldo.  Hah,  Mary,  you’re  halways  a  giggling !  hi  suppose 
it’s  to  show  your  teeth? 

Mary.  That  observation  don’t  show  your  sense — he,  he,  he  ! 
John. 

Aldo.  Haldobrand! 

Mary.  Oh,  bother  !  Have  you  seen  the  new  trainer  ? 

Aldo.  {looking  indignant)  Hi  ’ave. 

Mary.  Isn’t  lie  a  duck  ?  The  most  handsome  man,  I 
think,  I  ever  clapped  my  eyes  on — he’s  beautiful  enough  to 
win  the  heart  of  a  duchess. 

Aldo.  Hit  harn’t  so  much  being  ’andsome,  as  ’aving  a 
haristicratic  hair,  and  Mr.  Conyers  ’as  the  manners  of  a  coal- 
’eaver — ’e  ’as  lowered  my  himportance  hin  my  own  heyes,  and 
flattened  my  ’at. 

Mary.  He  couldn’t  make  you  a  lower  fellow  than  you  are 
already — He,  he,  he  ! 

Aldo.  Hit  seems  as  hi’m  to  be  hinsulted  by  heverybody — 
hi  shall,  certingly,  very  soon  send  him  my.  resignation — hi 
don’t  like  to  be  treated  has  hif  hi  was  a  hignorant  hass ! 

Mary.  Then  you  shouldn’t  let  people  see  that  you  are  one 
— He,  he,  he  ! 
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Aldo.  Hoh !  honly  ’ark  hat  ’er  ! 

Mary,  (going,  r.)  But  I  can’t  enjoy  your  agreeable  society 
any  longer  ;  missus  will  be  wanting  me. 

Aldo.  Not  yet,  she  won’t,  for  Mrs.  Mellish  ’as  just  gone 

hout. 

Mary.  ( returning )  Gone  out,  at  this  late  hour ! 

Aldo.  That’s  just  what  I  said  when  I  saw  her  going — “  Go¬ 
ing  hout  hat  this  late  7iour,”  I  says - 

Mary.  To  missus  ? 

Aldo.  No — to  myself. 

Mary.  Oh,  if  you  had  said  it  to  her,  you  would  have  gone 
out  before  her,  though  you  are  a  footman,  and  usually  walk 
behind  her !  He,  he,  he  ! 

Aldo.  Hi  can’t  hallow  going  hout  so  late — hi  require  to  go 

to  bed  hearly,  and  hif  hi’m  to  be  kept  hup  to  hall  Aours - 

Mary.  But  didn’t  master  go  with  her  ? 

Aldo.  No — Mr.  Mellish  his  ha  sitting  hin  the  library,  fast 
asleep  hin  his  heasy  chair  ;  ’e  went  there  to  write  some  letters, 
and  then  ’e - 

Mary.  To  go  out  so  late  and  alone,  and  I  do  believe  it’s 
going  to  rain. 

Aldo.  And  perhaps  Mr.  Mellish  will  have  the  hinfernal 
himpudence  to  send  me  hafter  ’er  with  a  humberella. 

Mary.  But  where  did  she  go  to  ? 

Aldo.  Hi  don’t  know — perhaps  to  the  bottom  of  the 
garding — for  she  hoften  goes  there  hof  ha  hevening  to  look  at 
the  ’unnysuckle  and  hother  horticultural  hexcresences. 

Mary.  I  think  there’s  something  wrong  going  on,  and  if  so, 
it  is  only  right  I  should  know — he !  he !  he !  Master  and 
missus,  both  seemed  to  me,  this  evening,  as  if  they  was  turned 
topsy-turvey.  Exit,  E. 

Aldo.  Then  hi  really  must  resign,  for  hi  can’t  stay  hin  ha 
’ouse  where  the  people  don’t  conduct  themselves  hin  ha 
hupright  manner.  Exit,  L. 

Scene  Sixth. — At  back,  the  Commencement  of  a  Wood. 
R.  c.,  a  pool  of  stagnant  water ,  the  dim  outlines  of  which  are 
continued  and  lost  amongst  the  trees — tangled  brushwood  grows 
in  front  of  and  about  the  pond — straight  across  in  front  of 
the  pond,  a  bench  fixed  as  a  resting-place ;  the  entrance  to  and 
portion  of  a  summer-house,  L.  2  E. ;  a  mass  of  shrubs,  &c.,  at 
the  side,  and  about  the  summer-house  next  to  the  Audience . 
Very  bright  moonlight.  Music. 

The  shrubs  l.  are  parted,  and  Stephen  Hargreaye  appears. 

Steph.  ( looking  out )  I  bees  the  first  here.  I  al’us  wur  a 
poonctual  man  when  there  wur  work  to  do.  ( struggles  from  the 
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si  traus  and  comes  forward)  How  I  hate  that ’oman  !  I’ve  got 
the  stripes  upon  my  shoulder  where  she  cut  me  with  the  whip 
to  this  day.  I  look  at  ’em  sometimes  and  they  help  to  keep 
me  in  mind.  She’s  a  fine  madam,  ees,  she  be,  and  a  great  lady 
oo.  But  she  comes  to  meet  her  husband’s  sarvant  on  the  sly 
alter  dark,  for  all  that.  Maybe,  the  day  isn’t  far  off  when 
she  ll  be  turned  from  the  gates,  and  warned  off  the  ground, 
and  the  merciful  heaven  send  that  I  live  to  see  it.  Hush  !  (he 
listens)  IN o,  nought  yet!  Will  she  bring  that  two  thousand 
pound  wi’  her?  and  if  she  do — I  ha’  gotten  this  little  pop-gun 
(bringing  from  his  pocket  the  small  pistol  taken  in  Scene  Fourth ) 
and  I  ha’  gotten  a  bit  o’  powder,  (takes  from  his  waistcoat 
pocket  a  twisted  piece  of  paper ,  and  pours  its  contents  into  the 
pistol )  Wi’  two  thousand  pound  poor  Softy  would  be  a  rich 
man  for  life,  and  I  ha’  al’us  wanted  to  be  rich — al’us  had  a 
craving  arter  money — it  be  everything.  If  I’d  ha’  been  a 
rich  man  my  lady  wouldn’t  ha’  dared  to  mark  my  shoulders 
wi’  her  horsewhip.  But  I  bean’t  got  no  bullet,  and  wi’out 
that  I  know ! — I  know  !  (he  pulls  a  button  from  his  waistcoat ) 
Brass  will  do  as  well  as  lead,  and  flat  as  well  as  round,  I  think  ! 
Bh  !  (listening)  One  on  ’em  be  coming  noo — one  on  ’em — one 
on  em  !  (Music — he  fights  his  way  back  amongst  the  shrubs  and 
disappears ) 

Enter  James  Conyers,  whistling ,  r. 

James.  It’s  full  the  time — she  ought  to  have  been  here, 
(going  UP)  f°r  I  am  rather  late.  Oh !  (sitting  on  bench  before 
pond )  my  game  leg  gives  me  some  awkward  twitches  to-night 
— going  to  have  a  change  of  weather,  I  reckon.  Ah,  that  was 
a  narrow  squeak  for  me  ;  ( laughing )  how  the  doctors  contrived 
to  put  my  pieces  together  again,  I  don’t  know.  If  I  had 
hopped  the  twig  then,  what  a  jolly  time  of  it  I  should  have 
lost.  Come,  I  say  Mrs-.  Mellish,  you  are  late ;  but  I  don’t 
think  she  will  be  long  now — no,  no,  I  don’t  think  she  will  be 
long. 

Enter  Aurora,  behind  summer  house ,  l. 

Oh,  very  good,  (rising)  Glad  to  see  you  once  more — how  are 
you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Mellish?  have  you  brought  the  two  thousand 
pounds  ?  It’s  very  little,  I  ought  to  have  said  twenty,  but  I’ve 
always  stood  in  my  own  light. 

Auro.  Wretch ! 

James,  (carelessly)  Ah,  yes,  I  dare  say  !  Perhaps  you  won’t 
iiave  any  objection  if  I  light  a  cigar?  (producing  case  and 
natch,  lights  a  cigar)  We  can  go  on  with  our  business.  I  have 
offered — these  cigars  are  not  first-rate— I  have  offered,  for  two 
diousand  pounds,  to  leave  this  place - 
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Auro.  Yes. 

James.  For  ever — never,  in  any  way,  to  trouble  you  more. 

Auro.  Yes. 

James.  Ah  !  but  what  if  I  have  altered  my  mind  ?  (Aurora 
fixes  her  eyes  on  him )  what  if  I  should  now  refuse  ? 

Auro.  In  that  ease,  look  to  yourself ! — that’s  all,  look  to 
yourself ! 

James.  What,  you’d  kill  me,  I  suppose?  ^ 

Auro.  No,  but  I’d  tell  all,  and  get  the  release  which  I  ought 
to  have  sought  for  two  years  ago. 

James.  Oh,  ah,  to  be  sure  !  a  pleasant  thing  for  Mr.  Mellish, 
and  our  poor  papa,  and  a  nice  bit  of  gossip  for  the  newspapers ! 
I’ve  a  good  mind  to  put  you  to  the  test,  and  see  if  you’ve  pluck 
enough  to  do  it,  my  lady.  ( she  takes  one  threatening  step  towards 
him,  then  checks  herself)  You’d  like  to  stab  me,  or  shoot  me,  or 
strangle  me,  as  I  stand  here  ; — (moclcingly)  wouldn’t  you,  now? 

Auro.  ( disdainfully )  Yes,  I  would  ! 

James.-  Ah !  I  know  of  old  that  you  are  a  regular  she-devil ; 
and  you  know  that  I  am,  and  always  have  been,  a  bit  afraid  of 
you — so  come,  let’s  settle  this  business.  I  promise  all  you 
wish,  and  will  keep  my  word,  so  hand  me  over  the  two  thousand 
pounds,  and  make  an  end. 

Auro.  There  !  {she  extends  a  roll  of  notes — as  James  takes 
them  from  her  hand ,  there  is  a  rustling  amongst  the  shrubs ,  L., 
he  starts ) 

James.  There’s  some  one  listening  to  us !  {Music — he  hurries 
over  to  L.,  puts  aside  some  of  the  shrubs,  and  looks) 

Auro.  (r.,  contemptuously)  It  was  my  dog  which  has  followed 
me  here. 

James,  (l.)  No,  no,  it  was  a  man — I  am  sure  of  that — that 
fellow  Hargreave,  perhaps.  I  fancy  he’s  a  sneak. 

Auro.  Remember,  that  in  this  life,  we  must  not  meet  again. 

James.  I  understand!  but  why  shouldn’t  we  part  friends? 

Auro.  Friends  !  I  hate  you  !  hate  and  abhor  you !  I  look 
upon  you  as  the  primary  cause  of  every  sorrow  I  have  ever 
known,  of  every  tear  I  have  ever  shed,  of  every  humiliation  I 
have  endured ;  every  sleepless  night,  every  weary  day,  every 
despairing  hour  I  have  ever  passed.  More  than  this — yes,  a 
thousand,  thousand  times  more  :  I  look  upon  you  as  the  first 
cause  of  my  father’s  wretchedness.  Yes,  even  before  my  own 
mad  folly  in  believing  in  you.  Gro,  go — your  presence  poisons  my 
home,  your  abhorred  shadow  haunts  my  sleep — no,  not  my  sleep^ 
for  how  should  I  ever  sleep  knowing  that  you  are  near !  Hate? 
oh,  curse  you  !  curse  you  !  {crosses,  L.) 

J ames.  Ah !  {going  to  and  sitting  down  on  bench  at  back) 
You’ll  excuse  my  resting  myself  till  you  calm  down  a  bit — my 
leg  is  dreadfully  painful  to-night ! 
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Auro.  I  will  waste  no  more  time  in  talking  to  you.  My 
worst  words  can  inflict  no  wound  upon  such  a  nature  as  yours. 
My  scorn  is  no  more  painful  to  you  than  it  would  be  to  any  of 
the  loathsome  creatures  that  creep  about  the  margin  of  yonder 
pool.  Glances  at  him  contemptuously  and  walks  off,  L.  1  e. — Music. 

James.  ( drawing  his  legs  up  to  the  bench,  and  reclining  along 
it,  his  head  towards  R.)  Oh,  how  it  pains  me!  Ah,  (: reclining ) 
that’s  better !  ( looking  at  the  notes  and  smolcing  his  cigar)  A  tidy 
lump  of  money  this — only  bits  of  paper ;  but  how  nice  and 
crisp !  1  know  there  was  somebody  listening.  If  that  soft¬ 

headed  fool  is  playing  the  spy  upon  me,  {savagely)  he’d  better 
i  not  let  me  catch  him,  for  I’ll  make  him  remember  it,  if  I  do. 
I  may  as  well  count  these  notes— there  might  be  a  fifty- 

;  pounder,  or  so,  short ;  and  if  there  should  be,  my  lady - 

{chuckling — Music,  piano,  agitato — reclining,  and  smoking  his 
cigar,  he  lazily  turns  over  the  notes — Stephen,  the  pistol  in  his 
hand,  comes  crawling  from  behind  the  summer-house — keeping 
behind  James’s  range  of  view,  he  proceeds  on  his  hands  and  knees 
tdl  he  is  near  the  bench ,  then  slowly  and  steadily  levelling  at 
James’s  back,  he  fires — James  rolls  from  the  bench  to  the  ground, 

'  dead,  the  side  nearest  the  pond — Stephen,  on  both  knees,  bends 
forward,  staring  at  the  body — Drop  comes  down  slowly. 

END  OP  THE  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  First. — Apartment — same  as  Scene  II.,  Act  I. 

Aurora  enters,  door  r. 

Auro.  Now,  do  I  feel  that  I  am  free,  and  that  I  belong 
alone  to  John — dear  John,  whom  I  love  with  all  a  woman’s 
fervent  devotion.  Ah  !  how  different  to  that  mad  infatuation 
of  my  girlhood.  Never  must  he  know  of  that ;  he  would 
despise  me  !  But  I  have  seen  the  last  of  that  wretch ;  he  will 
never  dare  again  to  trouble  me  ;  will  not  dare  to  break  the 
word  that  he  has  pledged  to  me. 

Enter  John  Mellish,  door  l. 

John.  Aurora ! 

Auro.  {hastening  to  him)  Ah  !  you  good  dear  John  ! 

John.  Why,  Rory,  you  are  positively  radiant  this  morning. 

Auro.  That  is,  you  fond  foolish  fellow,  because  I  am  positively 
lappy. 

John.  Are  you,  really  and  truly  ? 

Auro.  Yes,  and  so  must  you  be  ? 
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John.  How  can  I  ever  be  otherwise,  Rory,  while  I  possess 
your  love  ? 

Auro.  Oh,  John,  that  could  never  leave  you.  But  I  am 
happy  because  I  have  no  longer  any  dread  of — of  the  new 
trainer  ;  the  thought  of  him  no  longer  troubles  me. 

John.  Indeed,  Rory,  how  is  that  ? 

Auro.  ( playfully )  Ask  no  questions,  and  I’ll  tell  you  no  fibs. 
Be  satisfied  that  the  fact  is  as  I  have  told  you,  and  seek  to 
know  no  more. 

John.  Well,  I  won’t.  So  long  as  you  can  honestly  tell  me 
you  are  happy,  I  shall  never  ask  for  further  information. 

Auro.  ( throwing  her  arms  round  him)  You  dear  blessed  old 
John ! 

Enter  Aldobrand,  door  L. 

Aldo.  [aside)  Hah,  hain’t  hit  hod,  when  hever  hi  comes 
hin,  they’re  alway  ha’  cuddlin’  one  hanother. 

John,  [seeing  him)  Well,  Master  Dandy,  what  may  you 
please  to  want  ? 

Aldo.  Hi  ’ave  taken  the  liberty  to  henter  to  hannounce  the 
harrival  hof - 

John,  [to  Aurora)  Isn’t  this  fellow  a  character?  (Aurora 
smiles) 

Aldo.  What  did  you  please  to  hobserve  about  my  character  ? 
When  hi  come  here,  you  did  me  the  honour  to  say  hit  was 
hunhobj  ectional. 

John.  Enough !  What  do  you  want  ? 

Aldo.  [aside)  Hi  daren’t  tell  him  hi  want  a  hincrease  of 
salary,  [aloud)  Hi  come  to  hannounce  the  harrival  hof  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Talbot  Bulstrode. 

Lucy,  [running  on,  door  l.)  Yes,  dear  cousin,  and  here  we  are  ! 
[hurrying  to  Aurora — they  embrace — Aldobrand  turning 
to  go  out  at  door ,  L.,  comes  bump  against  Talbot,  who 
is  entering) 

Talbot.  Clumsy  blockhead  !  [crossing  to  John,  and  shaking 
hands  with  him) 

Aldo.  Hi’m  sure  hi  beg  your  parding  !  [aside)  Hi  think  ’e 
might  have  looked  where  ’e  was  a  going  to — hi  do  believe  Vs 
done  ha  hinjury  to  the  pit  of  my  stomach  !  Exit,  door  L„ 

John,  (to  Talbot)  So  you  have  thought  proper  at  last  to 
drop  down  upon  us  ;  but  I  shan’t  tell  you  how  glad  I  am  to 
see  you,  till  I  have  heard  what  you  can  say  for  yourself  for 
having  stayed  away  so  long. 

Talbot.  Why,  you  see,  my  dear  fellow - 

[they  go  up,  conversing — Aurora  and  Lucy  come  forward) 

Lucy  (l.  c.)  Yes,  dear  cousin,  you  wrote  that  you  had 
urgent  need  for  my  consoling  presence,  and  so  I  would  not 
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allT  naibot  a  rest,  bat  made  him  bring  me  hither 

with  all  the  speed  afforded  by  an  express  train. 

AUf0,  c')  Thank  you,  dear  Lucy— I  know  that,  come 
what  trouble  might,  you  would  never  fail  me. 

Lucy.  Trouble  !— what  then  is  the  matter? 

Auro.  {smiling) i  Do  not  look  so  scared,  dear !  Nothin g,  now  ! 
Lucy.  Now.  Something  then  has  happenned ? 

Auro.  Yes  ;  something  I  am  endeavouring  to  forget,  so  prav 
do  not  you  seek  to  remind  me  :  let  it  suffice  you,  that  you  find 
me  happy— quite  happy !  J  ’  y 

Lucy.  Yes,  but - 

Auro.  Hush,  dear !  Come  this  way. 

Eoceunt  Aurora  and  Lucy,  door  r.— John  and  Talbot 
advance. 

John.  (r.  c.)  Yes,  Talbot,  yes — I  am  the  happiest  fellow 
alive  Aurora  is  an  angel,  and  I  worship  her— and  so  I  ought 
or  what  right  has  such  a  stupid  Yorkshire  booby,  as  I  am,  to 

he  possession  of  a  being  who  would  be  rightly  mated  only 
vith  an  emperor.  ' 

Talbot  Nothing  disagreeable  then  has  occurred  ?  I  am  dad 
>i  it,  for  I  feared -  8 

John.  Well;  a  small  cloud  did  for  a  brief  while  darken  our 
lorizon,  but  it  has  cleared  away,  and  now  again  all  is  bright 
unslnne  with  us — and  no  tempest  lowering  in  the  future 
Aldo.  {without)  Ho,  ’orrerble— hawful !  hawful !  (he  staggers 
n  door,  L pale  and  terrified,  Ins  hair  standing  on  end,  down,  c  ) 
io,  hawful !  ’orrerble  !  ’  ' 

John,  (r.)  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Talbot,  (l.)  What  has  happened? 

A_ldo.  Ho,  hawful!  (to  John)  Hif  you  would  ’ave  the 
oodness  to  give  me  a  chair,  (to  Talbot)  And  hif  you  would 
ive  the  kindness  to  fetch  me  a  glass  of  water,  for  hi  do 
elieve  has  hi  m  a-going  to  faint  away  ! 

John.  But  what  is  it?  speak. 

Aldo.  Ha  hawful !  murder !  hoh  ! 

John  and  Talbot.  Murder! 

Aldo.  A  man  !  found— ha !  lying  close  to  the  hedge _ 

John.  Whatman?  what  hedge  ?  6 

Aldo.  The  hedge  hof  the  pond -shot  through  the  ’art,  hin 
te  back  ;  hand  the  bullet-no,  not  ha  bullet,  for  they  say  has 
it  was  a  button  has  sewed  him  up.  ^ 

John.  A  man  shot  dead  in  the  wood  !  what  man  ? 

Aldo.  Ho  !  hit  har — ho  ! — the  new  trainer — ho  ! 

John  Conyers  !  (starting)  Conyers  !  (aghast  and  in  a  hoarse 
nsper )  Who — who  should  shoot  him  ? 

Talbot  (crosses  to  John)  Had  he  any  enemies  in  the 
lghbourhood ? 
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John.  Impossible!  he  had  but  just  arrived. 

Talbot.  Any  quarrel  with  any  of  the  servants  ? 

John.  I  scarcely  think  that  he  had  been  seen  by  any  of 
them.  ( remembering )  Yes — that  man,  {pointing  to  Aldobrand) 
he  had. 

Aldo.  (aside,  horror  stricken )  Hoh !  good  gracious  !  ’es  ha¬ 
going  to  say  has  hi  did  it ! 

Mary  enters ,  door  l. 

Ho,  Mary,  they  suspects  has  hi  killed  the  trainer  ! 

Mary.  Then  you’ll  be  hanged — he,  he,  he  ! 

Aldo.  Hoh,  ’orrerble  !  and  what  ha  hawful  disgrace  to  hall 
my  relations  !  Staggers  off,  door  L. 

Mary.  If  you  please,  sir,  Mr.  Maddison,  the  magistrate - 

J  ohn.  (crossing  to  her)  Ah !  well  ? 

Mary.  He  has  sent  to  say,  sir,  that  in  searching  the  clothes 
of  the  murdered  man,  they  found  sewn  up  in  the  lining  of  his 
waistcoat  a  paper  which  concerns  you  to  know. 

John.  A  paper? 

Mary.  Yes,  sir;  he  says  he  is  deeply  sorry  for  the  dreadful 
blow  it  must  give  to  you  ;  but  his  duty - 

John,  (agitated)  Where  is  that  paper? 

Mary.  In  this,  I  believe,  sir  !  (giving  an  envelope  to  John — 
aside)  Poor  master !  (going)  But  the  idea  of  A1 — killing  a  man 
— why  he  turns  as  white  as  a  sheet  if  he  sees  a  black  beetle — 
He,  he,  he !  Exit ,  L. 

John,  (the  envelope  trembling  in  his  hands)  Oh,  I  cannot!  I 
cannot !  (extends  the  envelope  to  Talbot,  who  opens  it,  and  takes 
from  it  a  slip  of  paper) 

Talbot,  (having  glanced  at  it)  Heavens !  my  poor  friend  ! 

John.  What  is  it?  why  do  you  look  at  me  with  that  grave, 
pitying  face  ?  Oh,  powers  of  mercy  !  what  is  this  misery  that 
is  coming  upon  me  ?  what  is  this  hideous  avalanche  of  trouble, 
which  is  slowly  descending  to  crush  me  ? 

Talbot.  Courage !  you  will  need  all  your  firmness ;  (Mellish 
is  trembling  with  agitation ,  reading)  “  This  is  the  certificate  of 
a  marriage  solemnized  at  the  parish  church  of  Dover,  upon 
the  2nd  of  July,  1856,  between  James  Conyers,  bachelor, 
rough  rider,  of  London,  and  Aurora  Floyd,  spinster — Mellish 
utters  a  despairing  cry)  daughter  of  Archibald  Floyd,  banker, 
of  Felden  Woods,  Kent !” 

John.  Oh,  misery!  shame  and  misery — this  then  was  the 
secret — this  the  missing  year  of  her  young  life !  Oh,  I  never 
thought  of  this  !  I  never  could  have  imagined  this !  (crossing 
despairingly  to  r.) 

Talbot,  (taking  his  hand)  John  !  John  ! 
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1  tSn  filZl  sj?  **  "■“»  «  i  *»'i 

-Erafer  Stephen  Hargreave  «fea&S%,  «f  «**«,. 

Enter  Aurora,  c/oor,  r. 

H^OTe1to01S  ”00&hL.)e  S3! Wtere  haS  he - (S6®'W  STEPHEN 

Steph.  How  do’ee  do,  Mrs.  Mellish  ? 
yo«  masto  %)  ,mat  d0  y«nwant  with  me? 

Mellish  to  remind  you !  (going  up  towards  window  and  polling) 
Steph.  (l.)  Don’t  be  in  such  a  hoory,  I  want  to  sneak  in 

S^vZrwhip0’  friendlineSS’  thou«^Vou  did  paVfntfm: 

s  fegreeable-away' withal  *°ld  y°U‘hat  y0Ur  presence 

mist)  1  te11  you 
S0!  y°" 

fcTEPH.  {coming  forward ,  L.,  grinning)  No  I  shan’t  for  ho 

nows  summat—summat  about  you  ’  he 

Auro.  {alarmed)  What  do  you  mean  ? 

teph.  mean  that  it’s  all  found  out.  Muster  Mellish 
nows  what  you  was  to  him  that’s  dead.  * 

auro.  (aside,  starting  toher  feet)  The  certificate !  Oh,  heaven 

(Z2g  ioTf thousht  of  tllat  !-3  never 

Steph  (««*)  IVe  paid  her  out,  I’ve  paid  her  out  pretty 

Her  !h  Im0St  better  than  “oney—  (chuckling)  it’s  almost 
frff"  money  to  pay  off  them  kind  of  debts.  I  don’t 
,1  the  horsewhip  so  hard  on  my  shoulders  now. 

Wm.T^  c;f  V’  clrmy and  ruibin9  **  w. 

auro.  What  will  he  think  of  me  ?  Oh !  I  have  brought 
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disgrace  and  misery  upon  all  who  have  loved  me — on  my  father 
and  my  husband.  If  I  had  been  less  cowardly — if  I  had  told 
the  truth - 

Lucy.  ( entering ,  door  r.)  Aurora,  is  this  fair  ?  now  that  I 
have  come  to  you,  to  run  away  and  hide  yourself  from  my  sight? 

Auro.  Oh,  Lucy,  Lucy  ! 

Lucy.  Good  heavens  !  how  pale  you  are — how  agitated ! 
what  is  it  ? 

Enter  Talbot,  l.  door ,  turning  and  closing  door  behind  him. 

Auro.  Talbot,  do  you  know  ?  have  you  heard  ?  (he  droops 
his  head ,  Aurora  sinks  on  her  knee ,  c.)  Yes,  I  was  the  wife  of 
that  dead,  murdered  groom  ! 

Lucy,  (starting)  Oh,  heaven  !  impossible ! 

Auro.  Yes,  my  father’s  groom  !  I  was  a  young,  vain,  giddy 
school-girl,  and  he,  with  his  handsome  face  and  treacherously 
winning  manner,  was  ever  by  my  side.  He  told  me  he  was  a 
gentleman’s  son,  that  reverses  had  brought  him  to  his  present 
fallen  state.  Compared  with  the  rustic  gentlemen  I  knew,  he 
seemed  to  me  a  prince.  I  was  a  silly,  romantic  girl,  and  I 
believed  his  story  ;  I  was  infatuated — I  could  never  account  to 
myself  for  my  madness  ;  I  can  only  look  back  to  that  horrible 
time  and  wonder  why  I  was  mad ! 

Lucy.  My  poor  Aurora ! 

Auro.  He  was  playing  for  a  high  stake,  and  he  played  so 
desperately  that  he  won — I  ran  away  from  school,  and  I — I 
married  him.  (covering  her  face  with  her  hands — Lucy  ap¬ 
proaches  Aurora,  about  to  raise  her — Talbot  signs  to  Lucy, 
and  she  draws  back  again. 

Auro.  (after  a  pause )  Heaven  have  pity  upon  my  wretched 
ignorance  !  1  soon  discovered  that  I  was  the  victim  of  a 

mercenary  wretch.  I  discovered  that  I  had  been  wronged, 
deceived,  and  outraged  by  a  villain  who  laughed  at  my  ignorant 
confidence  in  him — it  was  not  long  ere  I  learned  to  hate  him. 
I  told  him  that  so  long  as  he  left  me  unmolested,  and  kept  my 
secret,  I  would  remit  him  money  from  time  to  time.  It  was 
for  money  that  he  had  entrapped  me,  and  so  he  readily 
consented — at  length,  I  saw  in  a  newspaper  the  report  of  his 
death — it  was  a  false  report,  for,  as  you  know — —Oh,  Talbot ! 
— John!  poor  John!  Teach  me  how  to  do  what  is  best  for 
my  dear  love- — (rising)  Don’t  think  of  me  or  my  happiness, 
Talbot ;  think  only  of  him.  1  will  make  any  sacrifice  ;  I  will 
submit  to  anything. — I  want  to  atone  to  my  poor  dear  for  all 
the  misery  I  have  brought  upon  him. 

John,  (dashing  on,  door  l.,  with  extended  arms)  Aurora !  my 
poor  darling — Aurora  ! 

Auro.  (l.c.)  You  were  there? 
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John,  {near  door ,  r.)  Yes;  I  have  heard  all. 

Auro.  And  you  forgive  me  ? 

John.  Yes,  and  love  you  still — with  my  whole  heart,  my 
entire  soul !  {with  a  joyful  cry  Aurora  flies  into  his  arms ) 

John.  My  poor  darling ! — poor  innocent  victim  of  a  treach¬ 
erous  villain,  did  you  think  so  lightly  of  my  love  as  to  believe 
that  it  could  fail  you  now  ;  now,  when  most  you  need  it  ? 

Auro.  (l.  c.)  Oh,  John,  you  are  too  good,  too  noble  ;  never 
can  I  be  worthy  of  such  devotion. 

John,  (c.)  You  know,  Rory,  that  if  I  could  save  you 
from  the  shadow  of  sorrow  or  disgrace,  I  would  start  to-morrow 
on  a  pilgrimage  to  J erusalem !  What  is  there  that  I  would 
not  do  for  you  ?  What  sacrifice  would  seem  too  great  ?  What 
burden  too  heavy  to  bear  ?  {again  embracing  her) 

Talbot,  (r.)  I  congratulate  you,  J ohn  ;  you  have  acted  well. 
Let  the  past  die  with  the  man  who  last  night  perished. 

Lucy,  (l.)  And  the  future,  dear  Aurora,  given  to  John 
Hellish,  your  noble  husband.  (Aurora  embraces  Lucy — John 
gives  his  hand  to  Talbot) 

Talbot,  {aside  to  John)  John,  I  would  give  a  thousand 
|  pounds,  if  I  could  find  out  the  murderer  of  this  man. 

John.  You! 

Talbot.  Ybs,  my  poor  friend,  do  not  you  see,  that  when  it 
shall  become  known,  as  surely  it  will,  that  Aurora  was - 

John.  Ah!  you  do  not  mean  that  she  will  be  suspected  of 
the  deed  ? — you  cannot  think  that ! 

Talbot.  It  is  a  suspicious  world,  you  know. 

J  ohn.  Oh  !  but  that — who  would  dare - 

Auro.  {turning  hastily  towards  him )  John,  what  is  it  ? 

John,  {placing  his  arm  round  her  waist)  Nothing,  dearest 
Rory,  nothing. 

Talbot.  Aurora,  come  hither,  {she  crosses  to  him)  Have  you 
any  idea  who  it  was  that  shot  this  Conyers. 

Auro.  (c.)  No,  not  the  least  idea. 

John.  (l.  c.)  Rory,  you  left  the  house  last  night.  Exists 
there  now  any  reason  why  you  should  not  tell  me  whither  you 
went  ? 

Auro.  {after  a  moment'' s  hesitation)  I  went  into  the  wood. 
(John  slightly  starts)  I  was  there  to  meet  the  dead  man. 

Talbot.  For  what  purpose  ? 

Auro.  To  meet  him  for  the  last  time  upon  this  earth.  Pie 
had  written  to  me,  that  he  would  emigrate  to  Australia,  upon 
the  payment  of  a  certain  sum  of  money. 

Talbot.  And  you  gave  him  that  money — how  much  ? 

Auro.  Two  thousand  pounds,  in  notes,  which,  awhile'since,  I 
had  received  from  my  father. 

Talbot.  Know  you  the  number  of  those  notes  ? 
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Auro.  No  !  but  no  doubt  my  father  does ;  he  is,  you  know, 
a  banker,  and  so  methodical  that - 

Talbot.  We  will  telegraph  to  Mr.  Floyd.  Was  this  man, 
this  Conyers,  civil  to  you  ? 

Auro.  No,  he  was  insolent,  and  angry  words  passed  between 
us  ;  but  it  ended  by - , 

Aldobrand.  ( staggering  on ,  L.)  Hoh,  hoh  !  hit’s  hawfuller 
than  hever !  {advances  l,  of  Aurora) 

John.  What  now,  fool? 

Aldo.  Jim,  one  hof  the  stable  boys,  ’as  been  hinto  the  wood 
to  look  hat  the  place  where — hoh  !  hawful ! — hand  hamtfng  the 
weeds  hand  the  hother  rushes  ’e — ’e  found  this  ’ere  little  pistol 
— hoh !  (i unrolling  the  tail  of  his  coat  in  which  the  pistol  is  wrapped) 
Hi  couldn’t  ’ave  touched  it  for  hall  the  gold  hand  silver  hin 
the  Heast  Hindies  ! 

John.  ( crossing  to  Aldobrand,  and  snatching  pistol  from  him) 
Oh,  heaven !  this  pistol  is  mine  ! 

Omnes.  Yours? 

Aldo.  {aside)  Hah  !  hi’m  ha  lost  footman  ! — ’e’ll  say  hi  took 
it  to  kill  the  man,  but  goodness  knows  hi’m  innocent,  for  hi 
wouldn’t  shoot  a  hinsect !  {staggers  off ]  door  L.) 

John.  (l.  c.)  Mine — mine!  Oh,  Aurora,  Aurora ! 

Auro.  (r.  C.)  What  mean  you,  John?  Why  do  you  gaze 
thus  on  me  ? 

John.  It  was  in  this  room  you  learned  that  James  Conyers 
was  not  dead,  as  you  had  thought — the  guns  and  pistols  lying 
yonder - 

Auro.  Oh,  heaven ! 

Talbot,  (r.,  reproachfully)  John! 

Lucy,  (l.)  Oh,  for  shame,  for  shame  ! 

Auro.  John,  you  believe  that  I  murdered - 

John.  No,  no.  I  do  not  think  you  coolly  slew  him,  but  the 
threatened  disgrace — you  were  driven  to  despair— and  then, 
no  doubt,  he  goaded,  menaced  you.  Who  could  wonder  if  you 
wished  him  dead — he  was  a  stranger  to  all  beside.  WTio  but 
you  had  cause  to  wish  him  in  his  grave  ?  Oh,  Aurora  !  to 
whom  else  can  suspicion  point — what  can  I  think — what  dare 
to  hope,  except  that  I  may  soon  go  mad  and  die. 

Rushes  off,  door  L. 

Auro.  {calling  after  him)  J ohn !  J ohn ! — he  suspects  me — he! 
Oh,  this  is  more  horrible  than  all.  {throwing  herself  into  Lucy’s 
arms) 

Enter  at  the  window  Maddison  ;  two  Officers,  who  remain  at 
back ;  and  Stephen  Hargreave,  who  advances,  R. 

Maddis.  (c.)  Mrs.  Mellish,  my  duty,  as  a  magistrate,  is  at 
this  moment  very  painful  to  me. 
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Lucy,  (l.)  Good  heaven  !  sir,  what  mean  you? 

Auro.  (l.  c.)  Hush,  Lucy ;  little  matters  to  me  now  whate’er 
befall. 

Maddis.  It  is  with  great  sorrow  that  I - 

Steph.  (r.)  Yes,  you  are  sorry  because  she  is  a  great  lady — 
a  fine  madam  ;  but  I  say  you  maun  take  her.  She  wer  with 
the  trainer,  her  hoosband,  mind,  last  night :  he  told  me  he  wer 
to  meet  her  by  the  pond,  i’the  wood — he  told  me  so,  he  told 
me  so  ! 

Talbot,  (r.  c.)  Told  you! 

Steph.  Ees,  I !  I  war  his  sarvent,  hired  to  do  his  odd  jobs, 
and  he  sent  me  wi’  a  letter  to  his  wife  ;  that’s  she  a  standin’ 
there.  And  he  told  me  she  wur  to  meet  him  i’  th’  wood,  and 
gi’e  him  two  thousand  pound.  And  I  should  like  to  know, 
who  wur  near  him  last  night,  but  my  fine  lady,  there. 

Talbot.  ( looking  at  him  keenly)  My  man,  you  hate  this  lady, 

Steph.  No,  no,  not  I  !  She  did  horsewhip  me  once,  sartinly, 
but  bless  you,  I  have  forgot  all  about  that. 

Talbot.  Then,  why  are  you  so  eager  to - 

Steph.  Why?  Why,  Justice,  you  see ;  and  the  trainer’s 
death  ha’e  lost  me  a1  good  place,  ha’e  throwed  me  out  o’  bread  ; 
besides,  I  liked  him,  and  he  had  taken  a  great  fancy  to  me, 
too. 

Auro.  That  is  false,  wretch  ! 

Steph.  Bean’t  it  elear  ?  To  be  rid  on  him,  and  save  her 
two  thousand  pounds  as  well,  she  shot  him  !  Ask  all  about 
the  pleace,  if  she  wasn’t  always  a  tartar  when  her  blood  wur  up. 

Auro.  I  did  give  him  notes  for  two  thousand  pounds.  Were 
not  they  found  upon  the  body,  when - 

Maddis.  No  money,  except,  indeed,  a  few  shillings. 

Auro.  Oh,  Lucy,  Lucy! 

Lucy.  Courage,  dear  cousin  !  I  will  never  believe - 

(Stephen  is  quietly  ehuckling ,  and  rubbing  his  hands) 

Talbot.  Only  a  few  shillings.  ( considering )  Um  ! 

Steph.  No,  no  !  twarn’t  likely  the  notes  would  be  there — 
no,  no  ! 

Talbot.  Silence,  scoundrel  !  (Stephen  quails) 

Maddis.  The  pistol,  with  which  the  man  was  no  doubt  slain, 
has  been  found  near  the  spot  of  the  murder,  and  servants  of 
this  house,  have  said  that  it  was  the  property  of  Mr.  Mellish. 

Auro.  And  so  it  is. 

Steph.  And  who  could  get  at  that  pistol  so  easy  as  my  lady 
there  ?  It  were  she  as  done  it — I  be  quite  sure  of  that ;  yes, 
yes,  it  were  she  as  done  it. 

Talbot.  If  Mrs.  Mellish  had  taken  that  pistol  from  amongst 
her  husband’s  weapons,  for  the  committal  of  the  crime  of  which 
you  suspect  her,  would  she  not  also  have  furnished  herself  with  a 
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bullet  ?  Now,  as  T  understand,  the  man’s  death  was  caused 
by  a  button—  (Stephen  slightly  starts )  a  button  from  some 
waistcoat.  (Stephen  glances  fearfully  at  the  others ,  and  with 
seeming  carelessness  places  his  cap  over  his  waistcoat ) 

Maddis.  It  is  my  earnest  hope,  my  belief  indeed,  that  this% 
lady  will  be  able  to  clear  away  all  the  suspicious  circumstances 
which  now  surround  her ;  in  the  meantime,  1  am  compelled  to 
say  that  she  must  accompany  me  to - 

Lucy.  Oh,  shameful!  horrible!  I  will  not  leave  you — I 
will  go  with  you,  dear  Aurora.  (Maddison  goes  up,  speaks  to 
Officers,  and  remains  at  the  window) 

Talbot.  ( aside  to  Aurora)  Do  not  despair,  Aurora ;  I  have, 
as  I  believe,  a  clue  to  the  murderer  of  that  man. 

Exit  hastily ,  door  L, 

Auro.  I  have  deserved  this  punishment — if,  at  the  proper 
time,  I  had  possessed  the  courage  to  tell  all  the  truth,  this  had 
not  happened.  I  could  bear  that  all  the  world  should  think 
me  guilty,  if  only  John  had  faith  in  me  ;  but  that  he — that  he 

should - ( weeping  and  covering  her  face  with  her  hands — Lucy 

places  her  arm  around  her) 

Steph.  ( who  has  crept  to  Aurora’s  side — in  a  half-whisper) 
The  marks  of  your  horsewhip  are  still  on  my  shoulder,  Mrs. 
Conyers  ! 

Auro.  ( withdrawing  her  hands  from  her  face ,  and  looking  at 
him  scornfully)  Miserable  wretch !  (Stephen  chuckles  and  rubs 
his  hands — Music —  Tableau ,  closed  in  by) 

Scene  Second. — Hall  of  Mellish  Mansion.  (ls£  grooves) 
Aldobrand  totters  on,  l. 

Aldo.  Hi  didn’t  kill  the  man — ’e  hinjured  me — hexcruciated 
my  ’at ;  but  hi  never  ’arboured  ha  thought  to — hoh  !  Hi  was 
halways  a  virtuous  young  fellow,  hand  so  was  my  father  hand 
mother  before  me — hi  was  born  respectable — Inn  a  court  hin 
Drury  Lane — hand  now  hi’m  haccused  liof  murder.  Master 
says  hi  did  hit — hi  shan’t  be  the  first  hinnercent  youth  has  ’as 
been  ’anged — but  when  the  judge  hasks  me  hif  hi’m  guilty  hor 
not  guilty,  hi  shall  say - 

Enter  Matthew  Harrison,  l. 

Matthew.  Well,  how  do  you  bring  it  in  by  this  time  ? 

Aldo.  (starting  and  trembling)  Not  guilty,  my  lord ! 

Matt.  Here,  I  say,  I  want  you. 

Aldo.  Hi  didn’t  do  it — hi’m  hinnercent.  Don’t  take  me 
hinto  custody,  there’s  ha  good  policeman  ? 
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Enter  Mary,  r. 


Here,  I  say— is  this  footman  of  your’n  drunk  ? 
higher Hah!  Well,  hi  declare : 
Matt.  ( indignant )  The  what ! 

charge'that'my  hfntellects-h*  mean  ’  b“thi'™  h“d<*  such  ha 


o4hAem-&)  H^he,  17  ^  ^  ^  S°* 

haccount  if  rnrhllJudoaf11  gigS'e  Whe"  She  reads  the 
mItt'  irY  f  'Matthew)  And  what  do  you  want  again? 

mIry  No  /  b  t0uSee  lf  Mrs-  Mellish  wiu  b“y  a  dawg. 

in  the  houw  ho  ®om*nS  here  with  dogs,  there’s  a  cat-astrophe 

hn?  T  « 7 dh  ’  h?’  he„!  0h’  dear  1  if’s  a  sl«n>e  to  laugh 
but  I  can  t  help  saying  funny  things. 

JemConyt^’ ie^r^  t0  ^  80me  °f  the  Particulars  about 
Mary.  O,  the  wretch  ! 

L;  v?1  dldn,t  kdl  him— hi’ve  been  told  has  hi  did  but 

Mge  didn’f  haDd  W“en  the 

M  ADV  TT^IJ _  ,  °  J 


w  ***  ***  UULJ  IIUI - 

wi  Pol(i  yo,?Ti  ton&ue  you  fool !  (to  Matthew)  Does  he 
Matt  No  ™S  ‘°  7  “7 bod 7  f  He,  he,  he ! 

I  come  in  N  ’  D°’ 1  know~he  s  drunk !  1  seed  that  directly 

— iraverybody  ’wZ 

Matt.  Ah  !  I  knowed  Jem  Conyers  well ! 

hahhJi  No.dou,btj  you  look  like  a  man  as  has  been  in  the 
habit  of  keeping  bad  company-he,  he,  he! 

mATT*  ?  kePf  y°urs’  my  dear  ! 

with  me-hp^A  6f  \>n°’  t,hank’ee’  y°u  don,t  keeP  company 
fair  ke’  ie’Ae  ^  do  you  know  that  Mrs.  Mellish  is 

^Ald1^  HehU?P1C1°n  °f  killed  that  fellow  Conyers? 
Matt.  What! 

-Aldo.  His  she  haccused  hof  ’aving  ’elped  me  to  do  it  9  hof 
being  haxcessary  before  the  fact  ?  F *  k0t 

Matt.  Well,  I  don’t  know  whether  she  killed  him  but  T 

[  rememh  ^  ^  his  swa^er’  was  al’as  afraid  on  her 

lier  I  ^halTSbIhm?f  h67  fu?  married-and  if  they  hang 
ier,  i  shall  be  out  of  pocket,  for  she  was  as  good  to  me  as  a 

Httivation  under  government.  6 
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Mary.  Here’s  master!  go  along.  * T and 

(Matthew  runs  off \  R.,  Mary  follows  him  Al 

Aldo.  Hif  the  judge  hasks  me  hif  him  guilty  or  not 

guilty,  hi  shall  say -  . 

Mary,  {without)  Are  you  coming  r 
Aldo.  Not  guilty,  my  lord !  {totters  off ,  R.) 

Enter  John  Mellish,  l., followed  by  Talbot  Bulstrode. 
John.  Why  do  you  torment  me,  Talbot?  have  pity  upon 

me — let  me  alone— go  away  from  me— I - 

Talbot.  John,  John-to  think  that  you, 
learned  to  know  your  wife  by  this  time-to  think  that  you 
should  suspect  the  woman  you  have  loved  of  a  tout 

trejoHN.° TdD  nofsay  that  the  deed  was  treacherously  done— 

he  must  have  stung  her  to  the  very  quick,  and  m  the > 

of  her  passion— having  that  wretched  pistol  m  her  posses 

sion— — 

Enter  Mary,  r. 

Mary.  Oh!  master,  I  have  just  thought  of  something- 
something  that - - 

♦  Mary  {aside)  ’No,  I  won’t,  I  will  speak— tisn’t  possible  to 
keep  a  woman  silent  when  she  has  made  up  her  mind  to  talk 

^Talbot.  (l.)  You  will  have  it  that  your  wife  took  the 
pistol;  but  is  it  not  just  possible  that  some  one  else  might 

^John.  (c.)  No— no  oner  else  could  have  entered  the  room 

while -  .. , ,  * 

Mary.  But  some  one  did — some  one  did  I 

John.  ( sternly )  Silence,  girl ! 

Mary.  ^  {shouting)  I  shan’t !  {sticking  her  arms  a-Tambo)  there 
then  !  the  Softy  entered  the  room— came  in  at  the  window. 

Talbot.  The  Softy  ?  ..  ...  .  ,,mr. 

Mary.  Yes,  you’ve  seen  him— an  ugly  fellow,  with  a  hump¬ 
back,  and  a  suetty-dumpling-face. 

Talbot.  By  heaven,  I  suspected  him  . 

Torn  Hush,  Talbot,  hush!  .  . 

Mary.  I  saw  him  with  a  little  pistol  in  his  hand— he  pointed 

Xt  TaTbotvNow,  John,  do  you  still  believe  your  wife  is 

^John.  Oh!  I  am  ashamed— how  shall  I  ever  dare  again  to 
meet  her  ?  {to  Mary)  May  heaven  bless  you  lor  this  . 
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tof/'  ^"fLthiywuVe  taken  P°or  missis  i“W  custody  ! 
John.  ( terrified )  What  says  she  ?  ^ 

T  i-nLB?T.i  The  truth— But  fear  not  for  her,  now  :  (crosses  to  s  1 

on  the  track  shai1  ^ 

wri0ehNha?e’imbyc  PT’  TT  d’  sufferi"g  ^ng S  “a 

wretch  have  I  been  to  you!  but  heaven  is  mv  witness  that 

never  lessened0?/  as°n/  of.  doubt  and  horror,  my  love,  has’ 
never  lessened,  (crosses  to  R.)  It  never  could  1  it  never  could  1 

for  frl/h?  <**»*W)  Heihe>  he!  1  »wed  that  Softy  a^mdge 
Ind  hetl  he‘?frm?°^  lift'  and  now  1  hare  P^  &m  * 

it  hell1  ie^hlngefl  °^he’  he’  he !  There  is°’‘  a  d™b‘  about 

Aldobrand  totters  on ,  r. 

T1ArnoeVur  7r ■  ^e,aT  .case>  and  be’ll  be  hanged  ! 
hinfant  !*  U  U  Qldn  t  d°  lt}  ^ar^  ~bi’m  has  hinnocent  has  ha 

heftaT'  K 1  had  such  a  bab^  3S  y°lb  I’d  smother  him— He, 

hea^rM  !  i?/  ’onour®d  parents— ho,  ’appy  ’ome  hofmy 
hi  sl  Jll  y  '~h<  *  my  natlve  eourt  in  Drur^  Bane ! — farewell ! 
my  lord!  eey°U  m°re!-hi’ra  ha-bi’m  ha-not  guhty. 

Totters  off,  l. 

S°S  TanT'l7The-N0Tth  Lodye—MdU^  Park  -wall  across 

horizon  ffT  Wmt  9atef,’  Kartly  °Pen’  c-~l>eyo„d,  trees, 

•  ,7  ’  .'l  near  to  wall,  the  lodge ,  r.  u.  e  — door  and 

wjnrfou,  beside  it  and  above  it  next  to  audience— the  glimmer 
Lo^U-MuZ.  Jk  ^  d°Sed  UPPer  bright 

Enter  John  Mellish,  hurriedly ,  l,  1  e. 

John.  Wliither,  which  way  have  thev  fakpn  hpr  9  t,oHv«+ 
oromised  that  he  would  follow  and  hr  ngVer  back  S  meT  Oh 

SS how  1  hate  rayself- Uare  1  h»p  ”hat 

m  eves  Zed  l  t/  9°^9  uPj°fards  O^tes,  he  stops  suddenly , 
m  eyes  fixed  on  the  window  of  the  lodge)  A  light  in  yonder 

om  the  room  in  which  the  murdered  man  was  to  have 

lept-whom  can  it  be?  Orders  were  given  thlt  the  norlh 

odge  should  be  securely  fastened,  (he  tries  the  door— the  lioht 

SSTKErwISI r1 

S^^AmirrrSi  &SSW4SS 
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goes  cautiously  to  the  window  and  looks  through)  Stephen  Har- 
greave  !  What  can  have  brought  him  here  ?  Ah  !  ( with  a 
suppressed  exclamation ,  he  shrinks  hack  and  touches  against  the 
wall — in  shadow — Music.  The  window  is  partly  and  slowly 
opened ,  and  Stephen  Harg  reave  looks  out  and  glances  around) 

Steph.  All  quiet  as  the  grave — the  grave  that  will  soon 
hold  the  dandy  trainer.  ( chuckling )  My  fine  lady  is  sorry  now, 
I  think,  that  she  ever  horsewhipped  the  Softy.  I  ha’  gotten  all 
I  wanted— nobody  thought  of  looking  here;  and  if  they  had, 
they  wouldn’t  have  found  nothing.  And  they  say  I’m  a  softy! 
(( chuckling )  I’ll  make  my  way  to  a  sea-port,  and  go  abroad — 
yes,  I  wool— I  wool!  {Music — turns  round ,  and  blows  the  light 
out—  then ,  with  a  small  bundle  under  his  arm ,  comes  through  the 
window ,  which  he  closes  after  him ,  turns  to  go  out  at  the  gates, 
when  John  suddenly  rises  against  the  wall  and  confronts  him — 
Stephen  staggers  back  a  step  or  two  towards  l. — terrified )  Ugh! 
It’s  his  ghost — it’s  his  ghost ! 

John,  {advancing,  r.  c.)  What  were  you  doing  there — and 
why  go  in  at  the  window  ? 

Steph.  Muster  Mellish ! 

John.  What  were  vou  doing  there?  I  sav. 

Steph.  {whining)  I  warn’t  a-doing  no  Avrong — anyhow,  I 
didn’t  come  to  steal  owght ;  there’s  nothing  there  but  chairs 
and  tables,  and  ’tain’t  loikely  I’d  come  arter  them. 

John,  {indicating  the  bundle)  What  have  you  got  there? 

Steph.  {looking  down  his  right  side  —the  bundle  is  under  his 
left  arm)  Where  ?  I  don’t  see  nowght. 

John.  You  knoAv  well  enough  what  I  mean.  There,  {point¬ 
ing)  in  that  bundle  under  your  arm. 

Steph.  {hugging  the  bundle  to  him  with  both  his  arms,  and 
glaring  savagely  at  John)  It’s  noAvght  to  you,  nor  to  anybody 
else.  I  suppose  a  poor  chap  may  fetch  his  few  bits  of  clothes 
without  being  called  like  this. 

John.  What  clothes?  Let  me  see  the  clothes. 

Steph.  No,  I  Avon’t!  They’re  noAvght  to  you — they’re  some 
things  as  the  trainer  chap  giv’  me  afore  he  died. 

John.  Let  me  see  them. 

Steph.  (firmly  clutching  the  bundle)  I  won’t — I  won’t ! 

John.  By  the  Heaven  above  us,  you  shall!  {Music — John 
darts  on  Stephen — a  tremendous  struggle — the  bundle  falls  to 
the  ground ;  after  a-while,  John  throws  Stephen  down,  hurries  to 
the  bundle ,  and ,  kneeling ,  commences  to  untieit  —  Stephen  scrambles 
up,  runs  to  John,  and  with  his  fist  strikes  him  a  heavy  bloiv  on 
the  head—  John  rolls  over  on  his  back,  and  Stephen  places  his 
knee  on  John’s  chest,  thrusting  his  hand  into  his  trowsers  pocket, 
and  drawing  forth  a  large  clasp  knife,  which  he  opens) 

Steph.  Noav — I’ll  serve  vou  as  i  served  him.  ’Taint  loikelv 
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I’ll  let  you  stand  between  me  and  two  thousand  pound.  ( Music — 
he  pulls  aside  John's  necktie — John,  still  on  his  back ,  grasps  the 
hand  in  which  Stephen  holds  the  knife) 

Enter  Talbot  Bulstrode,  Aurora,  Lucy,  Maddison,  and 
Two  Officers,  hastily  through  c.  gates,  from  r. — Matthew 
Harrison,  Aldobrand,  Mary,  and  Servants,  with  torches, 
through  gates,  from  l. — lights  up.  Talbot,  entering  first, 
rushes  forward ,  grasps  Stephen  by  the  collar ,  and  dragging 
him  from  Mellish,  hurls  him  towards  the  Two  Officers, 
who  instantly  grapple  and  hold  him  fast,  a  little  up,  L.  c. 

J OHN.  {rising)  The  bundle !  the  bundle ! 

(Maddison  in  an  instant  opens  the  bundle,  and  scattering 
aside  some  of  the  clothes,  grasps  the  roll  of  bank  notes  and 
holds  it  up — Stephen  strains  and  stamps  with  fun/) 
Omnes.  The  notes  !  the  notes  ! 

Matt.  (l.  of  Stephen)  And  here’s  a  button  off  his  waistcoat 
— and  of  the  very  pattern  that - 

Mary,  (r.)  -Well,  he’s  a  “Softy,”  you  know,  so  couldn’t  be 
expected  to  have  all  his  buttons — {giggling)  He,  he,  he  ! 

Aldo.  (r.,  looking  round  grandly)  Now  ’ere,  hi  say!  his 
there  hanybody  ’ere  has’ll  dare  to  say  has  hi  did  hit  ? 

Talbot.  Now,  John ! 

Lucy.  Yes,  nowwhat  do  you  think  of  yourself,  you  cruel  man? 
John,  {falling  on  his  knee)  Oh  !  pardon,  Rory,  pardon  ? 
Auro.  Pardon  ?  {raising  him)  Oh,  you  dear,  silly  old  John ! 
(i throwing  herself  into  his  arms) 


Servants.  Officer. 


Aurora.  Talbot. 
John. 


Stephen.  Officer. 


Mary. 

Aldobrand. 

r. 


Matthew. 


Maddison. 

L. 


Curtain. 
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EXPLANATION  OF  THE  STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 
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d.  r.  c.  Door  Right  Centre. 
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424  Family  Failing 

425  Crinoline 


426  Captain’s  not  aMiss 

427  Housekeeper 
428NightatNotthrgIIill 
429  Bird  in  the  Hand 
.430  Jew’s  Daughter 
431  Ruth  Oakley 
4321)  umbM  aidof  Genoa 

433  Fraud  &  its  Victims 

434  Angel  or  Devil  <§) 

435  GwynnethVaughan 

VOLUME  30. 

436  Life’s  Trial  [head 

437  Friend  fromLeather 

438  Queen  of  Arragon 
439Splendid  Investmnt. 

440  Lend  me  5s. 

441  Castle  Spectre 

442  King  O’Toole’s 
Goose  [Nancy  Bell 

443  Lord  Lovell  and 

444  Don’t  Lend  yr.  Um- 

445  Wicked  Wife  [brila 

446  Quiet  Family  (A) 

447  Charles  II. 

448  Atalanta  [tion 

449  Momentous  Ques- 

450  Robert  Macaire 
VOLUME  31. 

451  DoubleFaced  People 

452  Fearful  Tragedy  in 

453  Douglas  [the 7  Dials 
451  Governor’s  Wife 
455KingLear[hisCastle 
456Englishman’sHouse 

457  Bear  Hunters 

458  Jack  [Robin son 

459  Robert  the  Devil  Op 

460  Lugarto  tlieMulato 

461  My  Son  Diana 
462Husbandfor  anH  our 

463  Sarah’s  Young  Man 

464  Lillian  Gervaise 

465  Sarah  the  Creole 
VOLUME  32. 

466  Marie  Ducange 

467  Jenny  Foster 

468  Wilful  Murder 

469  Omnibus  (The) 

470  Rakes  Progress 

471  Loves  Telegraph 

472  Norma  (Opera) 

473  Venice  Preserved 

474  Masaniello  Burlesq 

475  Victims 

476  Jeannette’s  Wedng 

477  WilliamTell Travst 

478  Frederick  of  Pruss. 

479  Marble  Bride 

480  Was  I  to  Blame  ! 
VOLUME  33. 

481  St.  Mary’s  Eve 

482  Friend  Waggles 

483  Michael  Erie 

484  Martha  Willis 

485  Nothing  to  Nurse. 

486  Leading  Strings 

487  Sudden  Thoughts 

488  Rivals 

489  Drapery  Question 

490  Serious  Affair  (A) 

491  Two  Gay  Deceivers 

492  Jewess 

493  Lady  of  the  Lake 

494  Oliver  Twist 

495  Pair  of  Pigeons 

VOLUME  34. 

496  Ellen  Wareham 
427  Brother  Ben 


498  Take  Care  of 

499  What  will  t 
Bicompton 

500  London  Asm 

501  Lalla  Rookh 

502  Unfinished  C 

503  Boots  at  the! 

504  Harlequin  N 

505  Dead  Shot 

506  Irish  Tiger 

507  Day  Well  Si: 

508  Cure  foj:  He; 

509  Wandering  1 

510  Lady  of  Lyon 

VOLUM] 

511  Love  Knot 

512  Mnchadoabc 

513  Ticklish  Til 

514  Lucky  Hit  ( 

515  Faint  Heart 

516  Double  Dun 

517  Spectre  Brit 

518  Birth  PlaceJ 
5  9  Crossing  tin 
520  Children  of 
.521  NotliiiUKye 

522  Fra  Diavoie 

523  Mars-aret  C: 

524  My  Wife’s  I 

525  Schoolfellov 

VOLUM 

526  Marriage  a 

527  Your  Liken l| 

528  Pluto  and  P 

529  Samuel  in  S1 

530  Twelfth  Nig 

531  Doubtful  V 

532  Stock  Excl 

533  Bride  of  Aby 

534  Gipsy  Farm 
535 Veteran  of 

536  Dying  for  I 

537  Pierette 

538  Irish  Tutor] 

539  Woodman’s 

540  KingReric’: 

VOLUM 

541  Going  to  tli 

542  Elixer  of  L< 
513  Matrimony! 

544  Going  to  tr 

545  Last  of  the 

546  Nell  Gwyn 

547  Henry  IV,,1 

548  Catherine  1 

549  Sheep  in  V 

550  Tempest 

551  Bonnie  Fis 

552  Maid&Mag 

553  A  Twice  T 

554  My  Aunt’s 

555  Wooing  in  1 

VOLUM 

556  Tide  of  Tib 

557  Little  Sava: 

558  Jessie  Brov 

559  Harold  Ha- 

560  Othello  Tr? 

561  King  J  ohn 

562  Old  Honest 

563  33  next  Bir 

564  Porter’s  Ki 

565  Aunt  Chari- 

566  Kenilworth 

567  Woman  of 

568  Milliner’s  I 

569  Rule  of  Th: 

570  Poor  Pillicb 


Postage  Stamps  received  in  payment  to  any  amount^ 


XPSNfOlS  HS&OH,  Post  Free,  and  of  all  Bookseller* 
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Fe’a  Revenge 
Chest 

iin  Charlotte 
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rous  Man 
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Gentleman 
light  Watch 

1U8 
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an  Winkle  Opera 
ting  an  Heiress 
lyke  Brown 
Shore 
ra 

LUME  40. 
ybody’s  Friend 
ard  ye  Thirde 
ing  a  Turtle 
h  of  the  Two 
[and  I 
an  Spectre 
a  Parle  FranCais 
mg  theT&bles 
n  Clerks 

written  to  Brown 
is  Caesar 
»  Cuckoos 
efriars 
Volunteers 
Points  of  the  Law 
LUME  41. 
ipic  Revels 
ipic  Devils 
>  Deep  Sea 
ht  by  the  Bars 
ined  for  Defence 
j  Cap  fits — 
b  your  Uncle 
e  Red  Men 
Cringle 

ol  for  Coquettes 
iven 

8  in  the  Wood 
»r  Witches 
ble  on  Demand 
Mender  (An) 

70  L. 

Junes  Is. 

.  to  Ruin 
e  or  the  Home 
rl  Dodge 

lier.MasonRonge 
Bull  . 
and  Fortune 
&  how  to  nse  it 
and  Hanger 
f  Green  (Nature 
nuch  for  Good- 
aus  Burlesque 
Turpin 
lc  Toys 

:  the  Uaknown 
jOME  43. 

.  Revenge  Is. 
and  to  Order 
o&JalietBnrleeq 
f  Montargia 
svons  'j 
e  Lawyer 

JChiokweed 
ye 

sfal  Behaviour 
for  Bvil 

ond  and  Agnes 
Stnkeof  Cantons 
ih  of  Lurleyberg 


344  Alfred  the  Great 

645  Jack  the  Giant  Killer 

VOLUMS  44. 

646  Alice  Gray 

647  King  Thrushbeard 

648  Household  Fairy 

649  Cricket  on  the  Hearth 

650  Head  of  the  Family 

651  Rath  the  lasB  that 

loves  a  Sailor 

652  Beau  Brummeil 

653  Farmer’s  Story 
654Goose  withOolden  Biggs 

655  Dido 

656  Holly  Bash  Hall 

657  Sisterly  Sarvice 

658  Forest  Keeper 

659  My  Wife's  2nd.  Floor 

660  Paphiaa  Bower 

VOLUME  45. 

661  Tale  of  Two  Cities  (A) 

662  Founded  on  Facts 

663  Two  Polts 

664  Pork  Chops 

665  Thrice  Married 

666  Duel  in  the  Snow 
S67  Uncle  Zachary 

668  “  B.  B.” 

669  Change  of  System 

670  Miller  and  his  Men 

671  Pilgrim  of  Love 

672  Lucrezia  Borgia  Brlq. 

673  Outlaw  of  Adriatic 

674  My  Wifes  Out 

675  Inundation  (The 

VOLUME  46. 

676  Wizard  of  the  Wave 

677  Douglas  Travestie 

678  Warlock  of  the  Glen 

679  Next  of  Kin 

680  Race  for  a  Widow 

681  Asmodeus 

682  Friend  in  Need 

683  Cruel  to  be  Kind 

684  Brother  &  Sister 

685  ChristmasBoxes[diere 

686  Mananne  the  Vivan- 

687  Idiot  Witness  [s  my  the 

688  Fitzsmytheof  Fitz- 

689  Dearest  Mamma 

690  IMazeppa  (Burlesque) 

VOLUME  47 

691  Marguerite’3  Colours 

692  Appearances 

693  Eily  O’Conaor 

694  Bowl’d  oat 

695  Model  Husbaud(A) 

696  Duchess  or  Nothing 

697  Rifle  Volunteer  (tion 

698  Observation  &  Flirta- 

699  Paul  Pry  (Jerrold) 

700  Family  Secret 

701  Railroad  Station 

702  Pet  Lamb 

703  Fair  Exchange 

704  Hit  him  he  has  no 

705  Bine  Jackets  (friends 

VOL.  48. 

706  Patricians  Daughterls 

707  Hard  Struggle 

708  117  Arundel  Street 

709  Teacher  taught 

710  Post  of  Honour 

711  My  Fellow  Clerk 

712  Middy  Asnore 

713  Gitanilla 

714  A  Regular  Fix 

715  Secret 


716  Pets  ofthe  Parterre 

717  Man  who  follows  the 

718  Robin  Hood  [Ladies 

719  Garibaldi  Excursion- 

720  Post  Boy  [ists) 

VOLUME  49. 

721  Anne  Blake,  t  s. 

722  Home  for  a  Holiday 

723  Ray  Bias 

724  John  Wopps 

725  Paris  and  Pleasure 

726  Ugly  Customer  (An) 

727  Robinson  Crusoe  Bsq* 

728  Cinderella  Burlesque 

729  Blue  Beard  Burlesque 

730  Dolly 

731  Old  Joe  3c  young  Joe 

732  Endymioa 

733  Timourthe  Tartar  Bq. 

734  Chrystabelle 

735  Spanish  Dancers 

VOLUME  50. 

736  Babes  in  Wood  Is. 

737  Up  at  Hills  (Comedy 

738  Dominique  Deserter 

739  Did  I  Dream  it 

740  Legacy  of  Honour 

741  Old  Trusty 

742  Chimney  Corner 

743  Cantab 

744  House  on  the  Bridge 

745  Tom  Thumb  (Craik 

746  Little  Rebel  (shank 

747  His  Excellency 

748  Census  (Letter 

749  Adventures  of  Love 

750  Aladdin  Bnrlesqae 

VOLUME  51. 

751  Black  Sheep 

752  Pirates  of  Savannah 

753  Mac  Carthy  More 

754  Turkish  Bath 

755  Pacha  of  Pimlico 

756  Scrap  of  Paper 

757  Jocrisse  the  Juggler 

758  Old  Story 

759  Speed  the  Plough 

760  Telemachus 

761  Angel  of  Midnight 

762  On  and  Of  (Gold 

763  More  Precious  than 

764  Peace  and  Quiet 

765  Pretty  Horsebreaker 

VOLUME  52. 

766  My  Lord  and  Lady  Is 

767  Isle  of  St.  Tropez. 

768  First  Affections 

769  Comical  Countess 

770  Mary  Price 

771  Syren  of  Paris 

772  Lucky  Escape  (A) 

773  Wren  Boys 

774  Temp'ation 

775  That  a  fair  at  Finchley 

776  Short  and  Sweet 

777  Illustrious  Stranger 
77 g  Wooing  one’s  Wife 

779  Esmeralda  Burlesque 

780  Brother  Bill  and  me 

VOL.  53. 

781  Miss  Eily  O’Connor 

782  Terr  ble  Secret 

783  Medea  (Tragedy) 

784  Legal  Impediment 
735  Court  Cards 

786  Mummy 

787  Poor  Nobleman 

788  State  Secrets 


789  Deerfoot 

790  KingoftheMerr 

791  Red  Riding  Ho 

792  Perseus  &  Audr< 

793  Slowtops  Sagas 

794  John  Smith  (me 

795  Hour  ira  Seville  ( 
VOLUME  54. 

796  Villikins  and  Di 

797  Eclipsing  the  Sr 

798  Margery  Daw 

799  Old  Phil’s  Birth 

800  Mather  Goose 

801  Fairy’s  Father 

802  Orange  Blossou 

803  Intrigne 

804  Life’s  Ransom 

805  Friends  or  Foes 
808  Wife’s  Portrait 

807  Caught  in  a  Liu 

808  Nica  Quiet  Day 

809  Catch  a  Weasel 

810  Idiot  of  the  Mount: 

VOLUME  55. 

811  World  of  Fashit 

812  Doing  for  the  B; 

813  Fair  Rosamond 

814  Jewelerof  St  Jai 

815  Prince  Amabel 

816  I  could’nt  help 

817  Shilling  Day  (A 

818  Mrs.  White  (t 

819  Colleen  Bawn  8 

820  Norma  Travestii 

821  Keep  your  Tem| 

822  Harvest  Storm 

823  Marriage  at  any  pr 

824  Jonathan  Bradfo 

825  Sharp  Practice 
VOLUME  56. 

826  Strathmore  Is. 

827  Azael  the  Prodig 

828  Silent  System 

829  Bristol  Diamou  I 

830  Sam’s  Arrival 

831  Knights  of  StJot 

832  She  wd.  &  he  Wd 

833  Duck  Hunting 
831  Trovatore  (Dram 

835  Real  and  Ideal 

836  Jack’s  Delight 

837  Robbers  of  Pyreu< 
838Southerner&e.A  ( 

39  My  Son’s  a  Daug 

840  My  Wife3  Relatio 
VOLUME  57. 

841  Robin  Hood,  Bur 

842  George  de  Baruw 
343  Rasselas 

844  Valentine  (A) 

845  Carte  de  Visile 

846  Dark  Cloud  (A 

847  Faint  Heart  did  v 

848  Drei  (Fair  La 

849  LadyAudley’sSec 

850  Heart  of  Mid  Loth 

851  My  Preserve* 
352  Duke’s  Daughtei 

853  Under  the  Rose 

854  Forty  Winks 

855  Law  versus  Lore 
VOLUME  58. 

856  Aurora  Floyd 
357  Buckstone  at  Ho 

858  Beautiful  Haidet 

859  Trial  of  Tompkii 

860  Acia  &  Galataa  Bi 

861  Blind  Boy 


Postage  Stamps  received  in  payment  to  any  amount , 
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;3^  ^FJSNTPB  SAOa,  Fast  r?se,  and  of  ail 


Boo* 


.seii 


4 

15  t«r;  y  Widow  V". 

°  Naming  the  Train  i 
^  Alonao  the  Brave  i 
Burlesque 
85  Little  Sentinel 
88  tl  Trovatore  Bnrlq. 

67  Steeping  Draught 

68  A  Charming  Pair 
0ft  Smoked  Miser 
iTOOonsin  Tom 

VOLUME  59. 

Tl  TicketofLeave  Man  la 
,78  Oberon  (Opera) 
k7fl  Cherry  Bonnes 
(7<  Which  shall  I  Marry  t 
175  The  Motto 
37«  Ticket  of  Leave 
177  Make  yonr  Wills 
£78  Ivanhoe  Buflsq. 
B79  Aged  Forty 


3S2 


883 

384 

885 


886 

887 

*88 

889 

890 

891 
802 


897 

893 


899 

900 


893 

W94 

895 

896 


A11  at  Coventry 

tie  Last  Victory 
li  Baba  or  the 
39  Thieves 
Turn  Him  Oat 
Camillas  Husband 
V  Sileat  /VomaD 
VOLUME  60.. 

Manfred  (Room 
Double- Bedded- 
Deal  Boatman 
Ixion 

Pirates  of  Putney 
Easy  Shaving  907 
Highwayman’s  908 
Holiday  909 

Miriam’s  Crime  910 
AcousingSpirit  911 
Where’s  yonr  Wife’  912 
A  Charming  Wmu.'9'3 


901 

90*2 

903 

904 

905 

906 


Reality  or  tbe  Beast 
Mv  Heart’s  in  the 
Highlands 
Little  Daisy 
Fortunes  Frolic 
VOLUME  6l. 

Pure  Gold  Is. 
Patient  Penelope 
Re  view 
.Silken  Fetters 
Mad  as  a  Hitter 
Madame  Berliot’s 
Ball  (Eurydice 
Orpheus  and 
King  Arthur 
Love  and  Rain 
Lady  Belle  Belle 
1863 

Stolen  £*20Rewarr 
Margate  Sands 


914  Model  of  a  Mi 

915  Unlimited  Ct 

fldence 

VOLUME  62. 

916  Silver  Lining 

917  Paul’s  Returt 

918  I’be  Reapers 

919  Area  Belle 
420  Ala  bam  •. 

921  Lost  Child 

922  Venus  and  Ar 
929  Rumples' ills1 

924  Drawing  R»o 

925  Merry  Wive 

Windsor 

926  Katherine  a 

Petrnchio 

927  April  Fool  ( 

928  Odd  Lot  (Ai 


LACY'S  DRAMATIC  COSTCMKS 


h?  i*  ?’  f*  l  ,VJ*  £  &  lk  20!  1:  ft:  Vi  fi 


Parts  2  4  6,  8,  10. 12. 14, 18,  1 8,  <50,  22,  24,  2d,  2-,  -  ,  ,  p. 

P  ™  AOH  TONTAINING  six  PLATES,— is.  ad.  Coloured,  or  3d.  PI 


The  Work  to  be  completed  in  50  Parts,  which  will i  afford  soecimeus  c 
National  Drosses  of  all  Countries  and  period*. 


TALES  OF  T  H  E  O  P  E  R 

Qv*  th*  Stories  of  the  most  admired  Lyric  Drama** 

REDUCED  TO  ONE  SHILLING. 


Cleverly  arrayed  C°mP' 


The  Oomtoal  Tragedy  of 

*  „„CH  AMD  3  U  D  Y , 

With  U  Illustrations  by  GEORGE  ORUIK8HAN* 
aI1  account  of  its  origin  and  history.-One  Shillrm 


HOGAKTH’S  MEMOIRS  OF  THE  OFSB, 

i’N  FNGLANIV-With  Notices  of  all  the  Eminent  Singers,  that  have  a 
1  (s  EN  portraits?  published  at  Sis-,  reduced  to  3s-  bd* 

_ 


„  ^  T  nW^aiFElS  OF  THE  BUi 

aev-  WITH  ^PRE^gI  bt‘  MB.  buckstone,  price  m. 


■  ""gTJTDB  TO  THE  STAGE, 

Containing  a  Maes  of  Information  most  reliable  to  Amateur,  ^Actor^ 


TrT^OF  ACTING.  Trice.  Qd. 

O,  ooncut.  direcriona  ab  to  the  best  conrse  of  attaining  emmcnce  upon  tt 


OOMIO  BECITEK,  6d. 


ft 


OIFS  OF  OHAKLES  KEAN  3  vole 

Published  at  31s.  Eedueed  to  4s.  9d 


